


Vol. 77 





IN SYMPATHY. 





BY M. KR. 





vgish stream moves listiessly, 
» er it sob the withered grasses, 
across the lawn or lea 
len gleams the sunlight passes: 
{« xing not in vale or wold, 
stews boughs the winds are sighing, 
en leaves of red and gold | 
ronze in sodden beaps are lying. 


nteams o'er the new grass rushed, 
sppy-bearted birds were singing, 
l-roxe and the bedges blushed, 
foxgiove s bells were gaily ringing. 
rough the scented meadow-land 
rook sang silv' ry pebbies over, 
its margin, band in hand, 
-ered, land my false lover. 


»w the light is pale and gray, 
are the mountains tall and hoary; 

«ol vale, with the glen and brae 

~born of all their Summer glory; 

sre the skies, gray is the sea | dashes; 
vainst the bared rocks moans and 

-ature mourps to-day with me 

Love's gray and lifeless ashes! 


FOUND AND LOST. 


—_——— 


BY C. J. 





Sriostep From Last WREK.} 


Po sSTAARBRUCKER was the first 
tness called. He gave his evi- 
nee with great clearness, and con- 
with consummate skill, the im- 
n of his extreme reluctance and 
t having thus brought his tormer 
nte trouble. 

the natural instinct of self-pro- 
om behalf of himself and = his 
snd the absolute refusal of the 
» ‘declare’ the diamond, had 
him to take theextreme step of 

g the authorities. 
tem, and thatan important one, 
led to the evidence tendered by 
| the occasion of the prisoner's 
tal. He had omitted then to state 
o evenings, shortly betore his 


() 


ot the diamond in Farn- 
~ possession, he had seen the 
not far from the house, in 


onversation with a native. 
ne Was evening, and it was dark, 
is unable to positively identity 
This evidence, as was sug- 
y-counsel for the prosecution, 
snifestly to couple the prisoner 
.« diamond theft, and thereby 
ithe damning chain of evidence 
og wound about him. 
rucker suffered it to be ex- 
trom bim withan art altogether 
Hie bad not mentioned the 
tormer hearing, thinking it of 
iuportance. The prosecuting 
.on the contrary, exhibited it 
ifesteare and parade, as a most 
ntlink in the case. 
evidence, it may be at 
ted, a piece of pure and intamous 
on Otto's part, was an after- 
-uggested by seeing Frank once 
order to groom. In 
clever advo- 


jeveree aot 


a native 
-ol himself and a 
its work. 

“s-@Xamination, (tto Staar- 
-ullered very little at the hands 
skilful though 
The prisoner's 


ending advocate, 
ved himself. 
indeed, pertectly true story 
, repeated offers of 


cker’s 


~ partnership, and of his 


| Vexatior np Frank’s 
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ot sympathy for the prisoner, too, was 
n°ver lost sight of. 

Frank Farnborough, as he glared 
fiercely at this facile villain, reeling off 
lie atter lie with damning eftrontery, telt 
powerless. What could he do or say 
against such a man? To express the 
burning indignation he telt, would be 
but te injure his case the more fatally. 
With difficulty indeed, while he telt his 
fingers tingling to be at the slanderer’s 
throat, he restrained himself, as (Otto's 
calm eye occasionally wandered to hist 
expressing, as plainly as might be tor 
the benefit of all present, his sympathy 
and sorrow at the unfortunate situation 
ot his tormer friend. 

The next witness called was Miss Nina 
Staarbrucker. Again there was a mani- 
fest sensation. Miss Staarbrucker was 
well known in Kimberley, and every 
eye turned in the direction of the door. 
There was some delay; at length a pas- 
sage was made through the crowded 
court, and Nina appeared. 

Betore she steps into the witness box it 
may be wellto explain Nina’s attitude 
and feelings trom the morning of the day 
upon which Frank’s arrest had been 
made. 

After cooling down somewhat from the 
paroxysm of rage and revenge, which 
had impelled him to turn traitor upon 
his friend, and deliver him into the 
none too tender hands of the detective 
authorities, Otto Staarbrucker had suff- 
ered a strong revulsion of teeling. He 
regretted, chiefly for his own ease and 
comlort, the rash step he had taken, and 
would have given a good deal to retrace 
it. But the die was irrevocably cast; 
having chosen his path, he must per- 
force tollow it. 

He was well aware of Nina’s triend- 
ship—fondness he might call it—for 
Frank; her sympathy would most cer- 
tainly be enlisted actively on the young 
man’s behalt immediately upon hearing 
ot bis position. ° 

At all hazards she must be kept quiet. 
Shortly betore tiffin, he returned to the 
Calling Nina into the sitting- 
room, be shut the door and sat down. 

“*Nina,’ be said, ‘I have some bad news 
for you. Don’texcite yourself, or make 
a noise, but listen carefully and quietly 
to what I tell you,and then we'll put our 
heads together and see what is best to be 
done.’ 

Nina turned pale. 
pews of disaster to ()tto’s business, which 
latterly, as she knew, 
flourishing. (tto wenton. 

“1. heard, late last night, from an un- 
expected quarter, that the detective peo- 
ple had an inkling of an unregistered 
diamond in this house. You know very 
well what that means. I went to Frank 
Farnborough both Jate last night and 
early this morning. I begged and en- 
treated him, tor his own sake, tor all our 
sakes, to goat once first thing this morn- 
hand over and the 


house. 


She teared some 


had been none too 


ing and declare 
stone. 
“This he retused to do, and in a very 


insulting way. I had no other course 
open tor my own satety and yours, but 
to give the information myself. I am 


atraid matters have been complicated 
by the discovery that the diamond isa 
stone, undoubtedly stolen. 


in a temporary tess, 


De Beer's 
Frank is 
shall be able to get him outot the 


but we 
diffi- 
culty somehow.” 
Nina had uttered a 
the beginning of this speech 


the danger,and as (tto went on, 


low ery of pain at 


sie 


Knew 


too well 


} t see? 


er hea 


VA 
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“My dear Nina; first of all we must 
do nothing rash. We shall no doubt be 
easily able to get Frank out of this trou- 
ble. The thing is, of course, absurd. 
He bas been a little rash—as indeed we 
all have—that isall. For the present you 
must leave everything to me. I don’t 
want to have your name dragged into 
the matter even for a day. If there is 
any serious trouble, you shall be con- 
sulted. Trust to me, and we shall make 
matters all right.”’ 

By one pretext or another, Otto man- 
aged to keep his sister quiet, and toallay 
her worst tears, until two days after, by 
which time Frank had been sent for 
trial and was sately in prison. Nina had 
meanwhile truitlessly endeavored to 
possess her soulin patience. When Otto 
had comeinthat evening he told her of 
the news. 

“Why was I not called in evidence?” 
she asked, fiercely. “Surely I could have 
done something tor Frank. You seem 
to me to take this matter -a matter olf 
life and death—with very extraordinary 
coolness. I cannot imagine why you 
have not done more. You know Frank 
is as innocent as we are ourselves. We 
ought to have moved heaven and earth 
to save him this dreadtul degradation. 
What—what can he think of me? [shall 
go to-morrow and see his soldeitors aud 
tell them the whole of the ws 

Next morning Nina read ou account of 
the proceedings in the newspaper. It 
was plainly apparent, from the report of 
Otto's evidence, that there was something 
very wrong going She taxed her 
brother with it. 

“My dear Nina, be reasonable,” he 
said. “Ot course Frank has got intoa 
desperate mess. [ was not going to give 
myself away, because | happened to 
know, innocently, that he had an un 
registered diamond tor twoor three days 


sets! 


in his possession. IT have since found 
out that Frank knew a good deal more 
of the origin of that diamond than I 


gave him credit for, and it was my plain 
duty to protect myself.” 

This was an 
Nina more than halt suspected it. 

“But you were trying to makearrange 
ments with Frank to prospect the very 
place the came the 
yirl. 

“IT admit that, 
“But | 
diamond 


absolute fabrication, and 


stone from,’ said 
fully,” replied Otto, 


calmly. never then suspected 
that the 
ined it was innocently come by. 
foolish, L admit, and I 
alter yivinyg 


now that 


was stolen. I imag 
It was 
am not quite such 
the 


I was 


an idiot, information | 
did, 
goin fora speculation with Prank upon 
the idea of the diamond 
couptry one. Now, 
me, not a word must be 
point, or you May mnvolve 
such a mess aS Frank is in. 

Nina was fairly bewildered, and held 


to own prepared to 


being an 
clearly 


up 
understand 
said tipeou this 


mie in just 


her peace. Matters had taken such 
astounding turns. The diamond, it 
seemed atter all, was a stolen one, and a 
De Beer's stone to boot: she knew mot 
what to think, or where to turn tor guid 
ance and information. And yet, some 
thing must be done to help Prank 

lor the next few days the girl moved 
about the house like a ghost, seldom 


speaking to her brother, except to pive 


the barest replies to his scant remarks. 
Several times she was in atnind to po 
straight to Frank’s so itor and te hier 
version of the whole aflair Pout then 
ayain, there were many olsject ! t 


} e course 
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are toatruthful and unprejudiced wit- 
ness, anxious only to save an honest and 
cruelly misused man! Surely, surely 
Frank could or would be saved ! 

About a week betore the trial, 
subpenaed as a witness on behalf of 
both prosecution and detence, and 
finaliy, the day before the terrible day, 
Otto had a long interview with her upon 
the subject of her evidence. 

Her proof he himselt had caretully pre- 
pared and corrected with the prosecuting 
solicitor; excusing ‘his upon the 
ground of ill-health NerVOUSTIOSS, 
but guaranteeing evidence at the 
trial. ; 

Ile now impressed upon her, with great 
solemnity and anxiety, the absolute ne- 
cessity of her story coinciding precisely 
with his own. Nina listened 
silence, and said almost 
was not satisfied, 
self ao, 


she was 


sister 
and 
her 


Ina stony 
nothing. Otto 
and expressed him 


“Nina,” he said, sharply, “let us clear- 
ly understand each other. My 
simple enough,and, after what has oc- 
curred—the finding of a stolen diamond, 
and not an innocent stone from up-coun- 
try—I cannot conceal from myselt that 
Frank must be guilty. 

“You must see this yourself. Don’t 
get me into a mess, by any dangerous 
sympathies, or atfections, or teelings of 
that sort. Be the sensible, 
you always have 
you do, be careful; 
and brain in court, 
Watehtulness, Remember, my reputa 
tion--your brother's reputation is at 
stake, as well as Frank’s?” 

Nina dared 


tale is 


ood sister 
been, and whatever 
guard your 
with the vreatest 


tongue 


herself to 


not trust SAY 
much, THler soul sickened within her; 
but, for Frank’s sake, she must be care- 
ful. Her courseon the morrow was fully 


made She replied to Otte: “I 


imiply 


shill 


as possible, In 


typ. 
tell miy story as 
what 


spite of I know, and you 


that Prank is pertectly inne 


You say, 
must know, 


eent. LT know little about the matter, 
except seeing Prank with the dianiond 
in his hand that might. You may be 
quite content. LT shall mot injure you in 
any way.’ 

Mtto Staarbrucker was by to menus 
satisfied with his sister’s answer, but it 
was the best he could get out of her. ifs 
could not prevent it was too late now 
her being calledas a witness, Come what 
miivht, she was bis sister, and never 
would, nevercould, put hits, her brother, 
into danyer. 

At last the time had come Ninna pemcle 
her way, with anuech ditheulty, to thre 
Witness-box: stenadily took thestand and 


was sworn All Kitmiberley, as she knew, 


was looking intently and watehing bie 


every pesture, 


she had chanyed greatly im the last 
few weeks, and now looked, for lier, thin 
and worn —almostill, The usual warnith 
of her dark beauty was lacking. nls 
an ivory pallor was in her face, but he 
glorious eyes were tir, open and deter 
mined, and honesty and truth, men wel 
might see, were in her geliates 

sshie Jooked ones pligehly at thie twe 
judyes anid the tuapistrate ttinnyy with 
theo. Itcdid branmnk pood, and he trreathed 
miore ftreery. Nina it ‘ ‘ 


the Nina of old 


Phe prosecuting advocate prectae 
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shortly whet you actually saw on the 
night in question—tbe night I mean, 
when the diamond was first seen by 
yourself aod your brother.”’ 

Here was Nina's opportunity, and she 
took sdvaentage of it. She told plainly, 
yet grephically, the story of that eveo- 
ing: ebe portrayed the amezed delizht of 
Frank on the discovery of the stone, his 
free avowal of bis find; the Knife in bie 
bend; the open crocodile on the tabie; 
the pebbles previousiy taken from the 
reptile’s stomach. 

She went on with ber story with only 
such peuser as the taking of the judge’s 
notes required. Counsel, once or twice, 
attem pied to pull ber up; she was going 
much too fast and too far to please bim; 
but the court silowed ber to complete 
her parrative. She dealt with the next 
two days. 

Mr. Farnborough had kept the dia- 
mond, it was true. He was puzzied to 
know what to do with it Hebad, finally, 
announced bis intention of giving it up 
and deciaring it, and he would ondoubdt- 
ediy have done so, but for bie arrest. 

The stone might have been stolen, or it 
might not, but Farnborough, es all bis 
friends knew, was absolutely incapabie 
of stealing diamonds, or of buying dia- 
monds, knowing them to be atolen. 

The stone came into his possession in a 
perfectly innocent manner, as she could 
and did testify on osth Ae for her 
brother's suspicions, she could not answer 
for or understand them. For two dayr, 
he at all events hed had none; she could 
not ecoount for hissudden change. Spite 
of the judge’s cautions, she concluded a 
breathless little harangue—for she had 
let herself go completely now—by ex- 
pressing ber emphatic belief in Frank's 
absolute innocence, 

She hed finished, and in her now 
deathly pale beauty was leaving the box. 
There were no furtber questions asked 
by counsel upon either side. 

Nine hed said far too much for the one, 
and the advocate for the defence jadged 
it wiser to leave such a runaway severely 
alone. Who knew in what direction sbe 
might tarn next? 

He whispered regretfully to hia solici- 
tor: “If we had got bhoid of that girl, by 
George! we might heve done some good 
with her—with a martingale and doubie 
bit on.”’ 

The senior judge, as Nina concluded, 
remarked biandly—for he had an eye for 
beauty—‘‘I am afraid we bave sliowed 
you a good deal too much latitude, Miss 
Staarbrucker, and a great deal of what 
you have told the court is quite inad mis- 
sible as evidence,’’ 

As for Otto, he had stared with open 
mouth and fixed glare at bis sister dur- 
ing her brief episode. He now heaved a 
deep breath of relief, as he watched the 
judges. 

“@ood,’’ he said to himeelf savagely 
ander bis breath, ‘she has overdone i’, 
and spoilt her own gaeme—the Ilittis 
fool !’’ 

Nina moved to her seatand sat down 
faint and dejected, watching with fever- 
ish eyes for the end. 

The case for the prosecution was soon 
finished. Three witnesses, experts of 
well-known reputation and unimpeach- 
able character, testified to the fact that 
the stone wasa De HKeer’s stone, and by 
no possibility any other. Kridence was 
then putin proving conclusively thatthe 
diamond was unregistered. 

Counsel for the defence had but a poor 
case, but be made the best of it He 
dwelt upon the unimpeachable reputation 
of the prisoner, of the utter improbapility 
of his having stolen the diamond, or 
bought it knowing itto be stolen. 

There was nota particle of direct evi- 
dence upon these points. The evidence 
of experts was never satisfactory. Their 
evidence im this case was mere matter of 
opinion. 

It was well known that the bistory of 
gold and gem finding exceeded in ro- 
mance the wildest inspirations of novel- 
iste. The finding of the first diamond 
in South Africa was a case very much in 
point 

Why sbould not the diamond bave 
come from the Mahalapsi River with the 
other gravel in the belly of the dead 
crocodile? Mr. Farnborough’s friend, 
Mr. Kentburn, would prove beyond 
doubt that be hed brought the mummified 
crocodile from the Mahalapsi Hiver, 
where he hed picked it up. 

The greatest offence that 


could by any 
possibility be brought home to bie ent 
wae thet be bed this stone in bis }) -sBOe- 
sion for two days w Jeclaring 
That was an aet of sheer inadvertence 


The stone was not a loca! stone,‘and it 
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wees pozziing matter, with a young and 
inexperienced msn, to know quite what 
todo wiib it. if the stone were, as be, 
counsel, contended, not a stone from the 
Cape districts at all, it wasan arguable 
question whether the court had any right 
or jariediction in the case. 

Would it be contended that a person 
coming to South Africa, innocently, with 
a Brezilian or an Indian diamond in bis 
possession, eould be hsuled off to prison 
and thereafter sentenced for unlawful 
possession ? 

Sach acontention would be monstrous! 
The great diamond industry bed in South 
Africa far too much power already— many 
men thought. Let them be carefui in 
further stretching or adding to those pow- 
ere—powers that reminded unbisseed 
people more of the worst days of the Star 
Chamber or the Inquisition, than of a 
modern eommupnity. 

Had the prisoner tried to conceal the 
diamond? Ono the contrary, he bad 
shown it eagerly ‘o Mr. Staarbrucker and 
bias sister immediately be bed found it. 
That was not the act of a guilty man! 

These, and many otber arguments, 
were employed by the defending aa- 
vocate in a powerful and almost con- 
vincing speech. There were weak points, 
undoubtedly—fatally weak, many of the 
spectators thought them. These were 
avoided, or lightly skated over with con- 
sum mete art. 

The advocate closed his speech by a 
touching sppeal that a young, upright, 
and promising career might not be 
wrecked opon the vaguest of circum. 
stantial evidence. 

The speech was over; all the witnesses 
had been called; the speeches eonciuded. 
The afternoon was wesring On space, 
and the oourt was accordingly ad- 
journed; the prisoner was put back into 
jail agein, and the crowded assembiage 
flocked into the outer air, to discuss 
hotly throughout the rest of the evening 
the many points of this singular and 


abeorbing case, 
+. * a * * 


Agein, as usual in Kimberley at this 
season, the next morning broke clear and 
invigorating. All the world of the oor- 
rugated-iron city seemed, after breakfast, 
brisk, keen, and full of life asthey went 
about their business, 

The Cape swallows fiitted and bawked, 
and pisyed bither and thither in the 
bright atmospbere, or sat, looking sharply 
abeut them, upon the telegraph wires or 
housetops, preening their feathers and 
displaying their handsome chestnut body 
coloring. The great market square was 
still full of wagons, and long spans of 
oxen, and of native people, drawn from 
well nigh every quarter of South Africa, 

Oat there in the sunlit market place 
stood a man, whose strong brain was just 
now busily engaged in piecing together 
and puzzling out the patchwork of this 
extraordinary case, 

David Ayling, with his mighty voice, 
Oak: like frame, keen gray eyes, and vaat 
iron-gray beard, was a periodical and ex- 
cellentiy well-knowm Kimberley visi- 
tant. For years be had traded and hunted 
in the far interior, 

His reputation for courage, resource, 
and fair dealing was familiar to all men, 
and David's name had for years been a 
household word from the Cape to the 
Zembeei. Periodically, the trader came 
down to Kimberley with bis wagonsand 
outfit, after a year or two spent in the 
distant interior. 

Yesterday morring be bad come in, 
and in the afternoon and évening he 
seemed to hear upon men’s tongues noth- 
ing elee than Frank Farnborough’s case, 
and the story of the Mabalspsi diamond. 

Now David bad Known Frank for 
some few years, and bad taken a liking 
to him. Several times be bad brought 
down-country smal! collections of skins, 
and trophies of the chase, got together at 
the young man’s suggestion. He had in 
his wagon, even now, some new and 
rare birds from the far-off Zambesi 
lands, and the two had had mauy a deal 
togetber. 

Frank’s unbappy plight at once took 
hold of the trader's sympathies, and the 
Mahbslapei and crocodile episodes tended 
yet further to excite his interest. Certain 
suspicions bad been growing in bis mind, 
Thies morning, before breakfast, be bad 
carefully read and re-read the newspaper 
report of the trial, and now, just before 
the court opened, he was waiting impa- 

tientliy with further developments busily 
evolving in bis brain. 

I crowd 


here wasa bigger than 


had 


even 


yesterday be prisoner and counsel 


De if; all walted anxiously for the end 
drama. ln a few minutes the 


court entered, grave and seli-possessed, 


i the 


and the leading judge began to srrange 
his notes. 

At that moment, David Ayling, who 
bed shouldered his way to the fore, 
stood up and addressea the court fn bis 
tremendous deep chested tones, which 
penetrated easily to every corner of the 
cham ber, 

“My lords,” be said, ‘“‘before you pro- 
ceed further, I should like to lay one or 
two facts before you—not yet known in 
this case. They are very important, and 
I think you should bear them in order 
that justice may be done, and perbaps 
an innocent man saved. I have only 
jast come from the Zambesi and never 
heard of this trial till late yesterday 
afternoon.”’ 

Two persons, as they listened to these 
words and looked at the strong, de- 
termined man uttering them, felt, they 
knew pot why, instantly braced and 
strengthened, as if by a mighty tonic. 

They were Frank, the prisoner, hitherto 
despairing and out of heart, and Nina 
Staarbrucker, sitting at the back of the 
court, paleand trembling with miserable 
antici pations. 

“You know me, my lord, I think,” 
went on David in his deep voice. 

“Yes, Mr. Ayling, we know you, of 
course,” answered the senior judge 
(everyone in Kimberley knew David 
Ayling), ‘and I am, with my colleagues, 
anxious to get all the evidence available 
before completing thecase. This issome- 
what irregular, but upon the whole, | 
think you bad better be sworn and state 
what you bave to say.”’ 

David went to the witness box and was 
sworn. ‘This crocodile skin here,’’ be 
went on, pointing to the skin, which was 
banded up to bim, “I happen to know 
very weil. I have examined it carefully 
before your lordship came in; it is small 
and of ratber peculiar shape, especially 
about the head. I remember that skin 
well, and can swear to it; thereare not 
many likeit knocking about. That skin 
was put on to my wagon in Kimberley 
seventeen months ago, and was carried 
by me to the Mahalapsi River.’’ 

The court had become intensely in- 
terested as the trader spoke, the judges 
and magist:ate pricked ap their earsand 
looked intently, first at tbe skin, then at 
David. 

“Go on,”’ said the judge. 

‘“‘Well, my lord,’’ resumed David, ‘‘the 
skin was put on to my wagon in Febru- 
ary of jast year, by Sam Vesthreim, a 
Jew storekeeper, ina small way in Bea- 
consfield. There were some other odds 
and ends put on the wagon, little lots of 
goods, which I delivered. 

‘‘But the crocodile skin, Sam Vesthreim 
said, was a bit of curio, and he partic- 
ularly wanted it left at some friend’s 
place further up-souatry. I wasin aburry 
at the time, and forgot to take the name, 
but Sam said there was a label on the 
atin. 

“The sbing was pitched in with a lot of 
otber stuff, and lay there for a long time. 
I lost sight of it till we bad got to the 
Mahbalapsi River, where the wagon was 
Overturned in crossing. I off-loaded, 
and the erceodile skin then turned up 
with the label off We were heavily 
laden; the skin was, I thought, useless: 
we were going on tothe Zambesi, and I 
had clean forgotten where the skin ought 
to bave been left. 

“It seemed a useless bit of gear, so | 
pitched it in the bushes, in the very 
spot as near as! can makeit, where Mr. 
Farnborough’s friend, Mr. Kentburnp, 
found it, nearly a year later, as he came 
down country, That is one remarkable 
thing. I would like to add, my lord, 
that the Mabalapsi is a dry river, never 
running except in rains; and in all my 
experiercs, and I have passed it some 
scores of times, I never knew a crocodile 
up in that neighborhood. The chances 
of there being any other crocodile skin 
in that sandy place and among those 
bushes, where Mr. Kentburn found tbie 
one, would, I reckon, be something like 
&@ million to one, 

“There is one other point, my lords, 
Long after Sam Vesthreim delivered 
that skin on my wagon, | read in the 
newspapers that he had been arrested 
for I. D. B.—only a few weeke after I saw 
him—and sentenced to a term of im pris- 
onment. 

“I have puzzied mightily over this 
case, and I must say, the more! think of 
it, the more unsccountable seems to me 


the fact of Sam Vesthreim sending that 
dried crocodile skin untry t 
had been down-country or to F gland 
could understand i At im this vy) 
seoms very much like sending coals to 
Newcastie, I cvever knew that Sam was 
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in the I. D. B. trade till I saw bis im. 
prisonment in the paper. I think he haq 
some peculiar object in getting that skin 
out of his house. And I cannot hej 
thinking, my lord, thatSem Vesthreic, if 
he covid be found, could throw » good 
deal of light on this crocodile and dig. 
mond business. In fact I’m sure of jt, 
It’s quite on the cards, to my thinking, 
that he put the diamond in that crocodile 
bimeseif.’’ 

Some questions were put to the witness 
by counsel for both sides, without adding 
to or detracting from the narrative ip 
any way. The court seemed a great dea) 
impressed by David’s story, as indeed 
did the whole of the crowdea audience, 
who bad breathlessly listened 1 its re 
cital. 

Mr. Fiecknoe, the detective, was called 
forward. He informed the court the 
Sam Vesthreim was now at Capetown 
undergoing a long term of iwprison. 
ment. He was no doubt at work on the 
Break water. 

The senior jadge was a man Of decision, 
and he had quickly made up his mind, 
After a short whispered consultation 
with bis colleagues, he spoke, 

“The turn this case has taken is ao 
singular, and theevidence given by Mr, 
Ayling bas imparted 80 new an aspect, 
that in the prisoner’s interest we are 
determined to have the matter sifted to 
the bottom. I will adjourn the court for 
a week, in order to secure the convict 
Vesthreim’s attendance bere upon oath, 
Will this day week suit the convenience 
of ali counsel in this case ?”’ 

Counsel intimated that the day of ad. 
journment met their views, and once 
more the crowded court emptied. As 
David Ayling tarned to leave, he caught 
Frank Farnborough’s eye. Hegave him 
a bright reassuring nod, an’ a wink 
which did him a world of good, 

Altogether Frank went back to another 
weary week’s confinement in far better 
spirits than he had been for many days, 
There was, at all events, some slight ele 
ment of hope and explanation now. And 
it was refreshing to bim asa draught of 
wine, to find such a friend as David Ay. 
ling fighting bis battle so stoutly, so un. 
expectedly. 

Nina Staarbrocker stole silently out of 
the court, only anxious to get home, and 
escape observation. There were many 
eyes upon her, but she heeded them not 
atall. 

There seemed some ray of light for 
Frank; for herself, whether Frank came 
out triumpbantly or no, there was no 
outlook, all seemed blackness and 
gioom. Otto’s part in this wretched 
basiness had made ruin of all her hopes 
Her brother’s treachery had determined 
her upon seeking a career of her own— 
work of some sort—anywhere away 
from Kimberley she must get, and get 
at once, 80 soon as the tria) was over, 
and whatever its result. 

Once more, in a week’s time, the court 
wore its former aspect, the characters 
were all marsballed for the final act 
The new addition to the cast, Mr. 
Samuel Vesthreim, a lively, little, dark- 
visaged Jew of low type, seemed on the 
best of terms witb himself. 

For more than fifteen months he had 
been hard at it on Capetown Break water, 
or road scarping upon the breezy beighw 
round the Cape peninsula—aiways, of 
course, under the escort of guards and 
the unpleasing supervision of jocaded 
rifles—and really he needed a little rest 
and change. 

This trip to Kimberley was the very 
thing for bim. What slight sense of 
shame he had ever had, had long sino 
vanished under his recent hardening ¢x- 
periences; and asthe little man looked 
round the crowded court, he tew the 
well-remembeaed faces of many a \im- 
berley acquaintance, and it did bis Leert 
good. He positively beamed agaiv—in& 
properly subdued manner, of course 

The leading judge remarked to tLe ad- 
vocates, ‘‘P-rbaps it will save the tie of 
all if I put some questions to this wi:ne%8 
myself.’’ 

The suggestion was gracefully received, 
and the judge turned to the little Jem, 
now attentive in the witness-box. 

“Samuel, or Sam Vesthreim, you sré® 
convict now undergoing a term of penal 
servitude at Capetown, I think ?”’ 

“Yeth, my lord,”’ 


“It may, perbaps, tend slightly to ‘«* 
sen or mitigate the extreme term of you! 
imprisonment if I receive perfectly t: 06 
ful and straight-forward answers be 

lestions am going to ask 

areful, therefore Any future 
mendation on my part to the aut! os 


will depend upon yourself.” 











“Yeth, my lord,” answered Sam, in 
his most serious manner—and he meant 


MS about seventeen months ago you were 
in bosiness in Beaconsfield, were you 
not ?” 

“Yeth, my lord.” 

“Do you know Mr. Ayling here?’ 
Pp yinting to the trader. 

“| do, my lord.” 

“Do you remember entrusting Mr. 
Ayling with some goods about that time 
to take up-country ?” 

“| do, my lord.” 

“What were they?” 

‘There were three cases of groceries to 
be delivered in Barkly West, and a croco- 
dile skin to be left at the placeof a friend 
of mine in the Transvaal.” 

Take thatekinin your bands.” The 
crocodile was handed up like a baby. 
“Do you recognise it?” 

“Yeth, my lord, that is the identical 
skin, I believe, that 1 handed to Mr, 
Ayling.” 

“Now becareful. Was there anything 
inside that crocodile skin ?” 

The little Jew saw now exactly which 
way the cat Jamped, and he saw, too, 
that only the truth could beof use to bim 
in the weary days and years yet to come 
on Capetown Breakwater. The court 
was bushed by this time to an absolute 
silence. You could have almost heard a 
feather fall. 

“Well, my lord,’’ the little Jew replied, 
“there wath something inside that croco- 
dile. I had had a little bit of a specala- 
tion, and there was a big diamond inside 
the crocodile skin. I put itthere myself. 
You see, my lord,” he went on rapidly, 
“] bad been doing one or two little trans- 
actions in stones, and I fancied there was 
something in the air, and so I put away 
that diamond and packed it off in the 
crococile skin, safe, as I thought, to a 
friend in the Transvaal. 

“It was arisk, bet just at that time it 
was the only way out of the difficulty. I 
meant to have had an eye on the skin 
again, myself, a few days after, but I had 
alittle difficuity with the police and I 
was prevented. 

As Sam Vesthreim finished, . Frank 
could have almost hugged him for the 
news he brought. An irrepressible mur- 
mur of relief ran around the crowded 
court, a murmur that the usher was, for 
a minute or two, powerless to prevent. 
The judge whispered to an attendant. 
The diamond was produced and handed 
to the Jew. 

“Do you recognise that stone?’ asked 
the judge, 

“1 do, my lord,” answered Vesthreim, 
emphatieally. ‘That is the stone! put 
inside the crocodile. I could swear to it 
among a thousand.” The little man’s 
eyes gleamed pleasurably, yet regret- 
fully, upon the stone as he spoke. 

Here, then, was the mystery of the 
fatal, puszling diamond cleared up. 
There were few more questions to ask. 
The little Jew frankly admitted that the 
stone was a De Beer’s stone, stolen by a 
native worker; there was little else to 
learn. 

Frank wasafree man, practically, as 
he stood there, jaded and worn, yet at 
least triumphant. lt was a dear triumph 
though, only snatched from disaster by 
the merest chanoe in the world—thecom- 
ing of David Ayling. 

And the tortures, the agonies he had 
suffered in these last few weeks of sus- 
pense! He knew that nothing—the 
kindly congratulations of friends, the 
tenderer affection of relations, the hearty 
welcome of a well-nigh lost worild—none 
of these good things could ever quite re- 
pey him, ever restore to him what he 
had lost 

{fo a very few minutes Frank had been 
Cischarged from custody. The judges 
in brief, sympathetic speeehes, comgratu- 
lated him on his triamphant issue from 
a very terrible ordeal, and trusted that 
the applause and increased respect of his 
{e\low-eitizens would in some slight de- 
gree make up to him for his undoubted 
suerings, 

Frank left the court, arm in arm with 
Dsvid Ayling, whom he could not suf- 
heiently thank for his timely and strenu- 
ous assistance, A troop ef friends es- 
corted him to the Transvaal Hotel, where 
his health was drunk in the hearty Kim- 
berley way with imnumerable congratu- 
iallons, 

All this was very gratifying, as was 
‘he magnificent dinner which a number 

{friends gave to him a day or twe 

ser, at which half Kimberley assisted. 
for the present, Frank desired only 

© left severely alone, with the quieter 
s‘eetings of his few most intimate 
(rieoda, He was still half stunned and 





very unwell; some weeks or months 
must elapse before he should be himself 
again. 


One of bis first inquiries was after Nina 
Staarbrocker, whom he wished sincerely 
to thank for her brave and honest defence 
of him atthe trial. He learned, with a 
good deal of surprise, that she had left 
Kimberley on the morning after the trial, 
alone. 

He learned too, with less surprise, that 
Otto had quitted the town on urgent 
business in the Transvaal, and was not 
likely to return for sametime, Heyond 
these bars facts, he could gather little or 
nothing of Nina and her whereabouts. 
He rather suspected she had gone to 
some relations near Capetown, but for 
the present her address was undiscover- 
able 

Very shortly after the result of the 
trial, Frank Farnborough was granted 
by his company six months’ leave of 
absence, with full pay in the meantime, 
It was felt that the young man had 
been injured cruelly by his imprison- 
ment, and that some atosement was due 
to him; and theGreat Diamoad Company 
he served, not to be bebind in the gener- 
ous shake of the hand, which all Kim- 
berley was now anxious to extend to a 
hardly used man, was not slow in giving 
practical manifestation of a public sym- 
pathy. 

The stolen stone had been proved a De 
Beer’s diamond, and Frank, its unfor- 
tanmate temporary owner, bad not only 
been deprived of a valuable find, but for 
his innocent ownership had suffered 
terribly in a way which no honest man 
could ever possibly forget. 

Im addition, therefore, to his grant of 
leave of absence and full salary, Frank 
was handed a check for two thousand 
dollars, being, roughly, a half share of 
the value of the recovered gem. 

Frank at once set out upon an expedi- 
tion on which he had long fixed his 
mind—a hunting trip to the far interior. 
His preparations were soon made, and, 
afew weeks later, he was enjoying his 
fill of sport and adventure in the wild 
country north-east of the Transvaal, at 
that time a veldt swarming with great 
game. 

After three months came the rains, and 
with the rains, fever—fever, too. of a very 
dangeroustype. Frank turned his wagon 
for the Limpopo River, and, still bat- 
tling with the pestilence, kept up his 
shooting so long as he had strength. 

At last came a time when his drugs 
were conguered, the fever held him ina 
death-like grip, and he lay in his kartel 
gaunt, emaciated, weak, almost in the 
last stage of the disease. The fever had 
beaten him, and he turned his face south- 
ward and trekked for civilization. 

The wagons—he had a friendly trader 
with him by this time—had crossed the 
Limpopo and outspanned one hot even- 
ing inatiny Boer village, the most re- 
mote of the rude frontier settiements of 
the Transvaal Republic. 

Frank, now ina state of collapse, was 
lifted from his wagon and carried into 
the little back room of the only store in 
the place—a rude wattle and daubshanty 
thatched with grass. Me was delirious, 
and lay in high feverall night. In the 
morning he seemed a trifie better, but 
not sensible of those about him. At 
twelve o’clock he was once more fast in 
the elutches of raging fever; his tempe- 
rature ran up alarmingly; he rambied 
wildly in his talk; at this rate it seemed 
that life could not long support itself in 
so enfeebled a frame. 

Towards sundown the fever had left 
him again; he lay im a state of absolute 
exhaustion, and presently fell inte a 
gentile sleep. The trader, who had tended 
him day and night for a week, now abso- 
lutely wearied out, sought his wagon and 
went to sleep. 

The storekeeper had retired, only a 
young woman, passing through the place, 
a governess on rer way to some Dutch- 
man’s farm, watched by the sick man’s 
bed. 

It was about an hour after midnight, 
the African dawn had not yet come, but 
the candle shed a fainter light; a cock 
crew, the air seemed to become suddenly 
more chill. The woman rose from her 
chair, fetched a light cloak from the store 
and spread it gently over the sick man’s 
bed. Then she lifted his head—it was a 
heavy task—and sdmimistered some 
brandy and beef-tea. Again the young 
man siept, or lay in torpor. 


Presently the girl took bis band in ber 
right, then sitting close to Dis bedside 
she. with her ieft, gentiy stroked bis 
brow and hair. A sob escaped her. She 
kiased the listless, wasted hand; then 
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with a littie cry she‘half rose, bent her- 
self softly and kissed tenderly, several 
times, the brow and the hollow, wasted 
cheek of the fever-stricken man. Asshe 
did eo, tears escaped from her eyes and 
fell gently, ali unheeded, upon Frank's 
face and pillow. 

“Ob, my love, my love!’ cried the 
girl, in a sobbing whisper, ‘to think that 
never again can I speak to you, take 
your baad, in mine! To think that I, 
who would have died for you, am now 
ashamed as | touch you—ashamed for 
the vile wrong that was done to you in 
those miserable days. My love, my dar- 
ling, I must now kiss you like a thief. 
Our ways are apart, and the journey is 
80 long.” 

Once more, leaning over thestil! figure, 
she kissed Frank’s brow, and then, re- 
lapeing into her chair, cried sileatly for 
a while—e spasmodic sob now and again 
evincing the bitter struggle within her. 

The cold gray of morning came, and 
still she sat by the bedside, watching 
intently, un weariedly, each change of the 
sick man’s position, every flicker of the 
tired eyes. 

During the long hours of the two next 
days, Frank lay for the most part in a 
torpor of weakness. The fever had left 
him ; it wes now a struggle between 
death and the balance of strength left to 
a vigorous constitution after suck a bout. 
Save for an hour or so at» time, Nina 
had never left his side. 

Here was the gentle hand that onoled 
the pillows, shified the cotton Keffir 
blenkets that formed the bedding, gave 
the required nourishment, and admisie- 
tered the medicine. 

On the evening of the fourth day there 
were faint symptoms of recovery; the 
weakened man seemed visibly stronger, 
Once or twice he had feebly opened his 
eyes and looked about him—apparently 
without recognition of those at band. 

It was in the middie of this night that 
Frank really became conscious. He had 
taken some nourishment, and after long 
lying in a state betwixt siceep and stupor, 
he awoke to feel a tender stroking of his 
band. Presently his brow was touched 
lightly by soft tips. 

This reminded bim of his mother in 
years gone by. Frank was much too 
weak to besurprised at anything, but he 
opened his eyes and looked about him. 
It was not his mother’s face that he saw, 
as he had dreamily haif expected, but the 
face of one he had come to know almost 
as well. 

Close by him stood Nina Staarbrucker, 
much more worn, much graver, much 
changed from the sweet, merry, piquant 
girl be had known #0 well at Kimberley. 
Bat the dark, friendly eyes—very loving, 
yet sad and beseeching, it seemed to him 
dimly—of the lost days, were atill there 
or him. 

Frank opened bis parched lips and in 
a husky voice whispered, ‘‘Nina.”’ 

“Yea,” sald the sweet, clear voice he 
remembered so well, “I am here, nurs- 
ing you. You mast nottalk. No, nota 
word,”’ as he essayed to speak again, ‘‘or 
you will ando all the good that has been 
done. Rest, my darling (I can’t help 
saying it,’ she said to herself; ‘it will do 
no barm, and he will never hear it again 
from my lips); sleep again, and you will 
soon be stronger.’’ 

Frank wasstill supremely weak,and the 
very presence of the girl seemed to bring 
peace and repose to his senses, He 
smiled—ciosed bis eyes again, and siept 
soundly far into the next day. 

That was the last he ever saw of Nina 
Staarbrocker. She had vanished, and al- 
thoagh Frank, as he grew from conva- 
leacence to strength, made many inquiries 
as the months went by, he could never 
sacceed in gaining satisfactory tidings of 
ber. Heonce heard that she had been 
seen in Delagoa Bay, that was all. 

Whether in the years to come they 
will ever meet again, time and the fates 
alone can say. It seems scarcely prob- 
able. Africa is vast, and nurses safely 
within her bosom the secret of many a 
lost career. 

[THE END | 





An Easy Stev.—The word ‘‘budget’’ Is 
from the old French ‘‘bougette,’’ a bag, 
and it obtained ite Parliamentary signifi. 
cance because the chancellors used to 
bring their papers reiating to financial 
matters in a leathern bag, and introduced 
their plans for the year by opening the 


‘*hougette’’ and laying them on the tabie. 
From “bougette budget is an easy 
step to take, and im thisway the name 
of the bag became the eommon term used 
to indicate the annual statement of na- 


tional expenditure. 





Bric-a-Brac. 





Jaraneuss Docrors —In Japan doctors 
do not charge for their services, but, 
on the contrery, decline to name an 
amount, end protest against any idea of 
remuneration. The patients, on their 
side, are too proud to accept such ser- 
vices free, and send to the doctor, not as 
a fee, but more as a friendly gift or token 
of gratitude, a sum of money propor- 
tionate to the means of the giver, with 
some piece of silk, bropzs, or lecquer 
work, the idea being that medical at- 
tendance is by far of too importast and 
elevated a charscter to be desecrated by 
barter for filthy lucre. 

Tux Baronsr.—The bayonet is said to 
bave derived ite name from the fact that 
it was first made at Bayonne, France,and 
its origin illustrates the proverb, ‘* Neces- 
sity is the mother of invention.” A 
Baaque regiment was bard pressed by the 
evemy on a mountain-ridge near there. 
One of the soldiers suggested that, as 
thelr ammunition was exhausted, they 
should fix their long knives into the 
barrels of their musketa. The suggest- 
ion being acted upon the first bayonet 
charge was made; and the victory of the 
Basques led to the manufacture of the 
weapon at Bayonne, and its adoption in 
the armies of Europe. 

13 as 12.— Everybody knows that thir- 
teen is called a “baker's desen,”” but how 
came the phrase into existence? Well, it 
seems that once upon a time the baker 
used to give for nothing to the retail 
desler who sold the bread, a thirteenth 
loaf with every tweive loaves that were 
ordered, How this custom grew up it is 
bard to tell, exeeptit was to help the 
shopkeeper to earn his living a trifie 
easier and to encourage him to take more 
bread. One explanation bas it that the 
custom dates from the time when heavy 
penaities were in fiicted for short weight, 
and that the thirteenth loaf was thrown in 
to make sure the weight was right; but 
this is perbape doubtful, for there isa 
like custom in the publishing trade, in 
which the bookseller usually gets an 
extra copy without charge for every 
twelve books he buys from the pub- 
lisher. In short, we might just as well 
talk of thirteen being « “publisher's 
dozen” as a baker’s. 

THE TARANTULa.—Gruesome supersti- 
tions prevail to this day in some parts of 
the Continent. In the neighborhood of 
Naples, the dangerous bite of the taran- 
tula is not cured by medicine or surgery, 
but by totally slien fanctiona. Absolute 
confidence is piaced in the efficacy of 
lively motion, and the bittem person is 
made to dance, sometimes with the 
stimulus of a horsewhip, till he sinks to 
the ground from the sheer exhaustion. 
These methods are applied to patients 
possibly in the belief that the violent. 
agitation of the blood caused by exercise 
counteracts the torpor produced by the 
bite of the tarantula. But this motive 
does not apply to another form of cure 
when the dancing ie dose by others. In 
some Neapolitan villages the sufferer is 
buried up to his neck in manure, and 
twemty-one female dancers are selected 
to surround him with their quick gyra- 
tions; seven are widows, seven wives, 
and seven maidens. When they drop 
off from lessitude, he is extricated from 
his position and thrown iato a moder- 
ately heated oven. When he does not 
die from the bite or the treatment, the 
charm is said to have worked. 


Livine Stomngs—The most curious 
specimens of vegetabie or plant life in 
existence are the so called “living s:ones’’ 
of the Faikland Isiands. Those isiands 
are among the most ebeericss spots in the 
world, being constantly subjected to a 
strong Polar wind. It such a climate it 
is impossible for trees to grow erect, as 
they do in other countries, but Nature 
has made amends by furnishing a supply 
of wood in the most curious shape 
imaginable. The visitor to the Falklands 
sees seattered here and there singular- 
shaped blocks of what appear to be 
weather-beaten and moss-covered bould- 
ere in various sizes. Attempt to turn one 
of these “‘boulders’”’ over, and you will 
meet with a surprise, because the stone is 
actually anchored by roota of great 
strength; in fact, you will find that you 
are fooling with one of the native trees. 


No other country in the world has such a 
pecaliar ‘‘foreet”’ growth, and it is said t 
be next to imposeibie work rm) 
shaped biocks int fue OCS U Bt ” 
fectiy dev gra ar appears 
be nothing bat a (twisted mass of woody 
fibre. 































































































































































































THE DEATH OF SUMMER. 


ny MF. 


Sweet Summer lies upon ber fun ral bier, 


linlf ehrouded ty the 


fn 


red rome-lemves that 


mer gerftiy, in the golden days 


VM hen 
Her long bright locks are ail 


gentis 
Autumn « boosh is slealing over ail 
unteund, and 
flow 

lies in dream less rest 


the 


Around her as ahe 


4 tall white lily trey dark tier «© stce 


Shakes dewy tear«trops down upon ber 
tremat 
The nightingale has bushed ber witehing 
etrain, 
The swallows hasten towards the Sunn) 
Sartuith 
The roses pine and die of longing wild 
hor one warm kiss from Summers dainty 
toouth 
liot faunting dablias, suntiow re all aglow, 
And scentloss asters, purple, white and 


red, 
Rieom fora space, and trails of cletmati« 


sway oerthe bower where Summer sweet 


lies dead 


The nights grow Jong: all gold and eritmson 
burn 
Die dying 
shucddows deepen con Ubve 


Void 


lenses of ev ry forest tree 


heath ry tills, 


moaning winds sob faintiy oer Ue 


mourn for Summer vanished with the 


blomectis of Ubve 


WON AT LAST. 


HY THK AUTHOR OF “A TERRIBLE PEN 


ALTY,” “HIS DEAREST SEN," “MISS 


PORHISTER’S LAND STEWARD,” 


Kitc., KY. 


® eek 


CONTINUED, 


all ane his 


CHAPPER 
brain was whirling. 


had promised te be his wife 


was shaking over, 


She she whe 
loovend 
had) grome, 
alone, to another tian’s rooms! The fact 


sick Tle le coheed 


round vacantlhy. 


thitas, 


tome biinn and grickdy. 

Phere was a publie-house at the corner 
of the street, and he walked across te it, 
and lit a 


waye 


whed fora whisky and soda, 
cigar. ‘The 
the drink 
the bloodshot eves, noticed alse that his 
hand shook as he raised the glass te his 
and she coneluded that be 
Arinih ity. 

“Pasoks badd, don’t he? 
toa fellow 
Yeon”? 
ter sterp 


barniaid, as she brits 


noticed his deathly puullor and 


Liges; haacd tree 


she remarked 
boarteraied. 
** DLeopee hae 


imndmake a 


she assented, ain't 


srevnnige maven nne I de 


hate sa row; and he'd be an ugly custe 


mer te get rid of quietly.’ 
though he stuved some 


smoked, 
Phe licqguier bereoaugeht 


Trevor, tithe, 


and drank and WAS «puliet 


enotgh neo color te 


his face, though his eves yvrew oo more 


Delo dshiot; teat hus band becmnie steadier, 


and as he emptied his third glass and 
wentout he nodded mechanieally to the 
two girts, whi liad) lbeem watehing hin 
overtly 


Pb litugrituy bis cigar sway, he crossead the 


street ane 


Went tips thie stapes cof thre em. 
trance to Ceatint’s that Thies reoris were 
crm Chie first Clemo Asa rule, the peorter 
ora page bov were in the lotebes. Petal com 


they Wwere-s 


lent. and | 


Without seeing 


this occasion 


revor 
went upstairs ATLValie ar 
teenage sevens 

At the Cemtinit’s flat he proauset, 
atid fevtigehit for caulminess ard se If t™ 
Then he pout out 
electric bell; 
that the doar 
Jn her sudden tlight wt Csannt’s appre: 


Ceawor af 
hiix bimtaed tere 
did 


Sheth. 
the 


saw 


thy 
beust, was Dae sen, bee 


was “ajar. 


anee, the tmomid bad, umwittinglw. tailed 
te close the door atter her 

Prevor smiled grimalv. ALL the beetter* 
Hie could steal im upeom thera, tiprerte tlhe 
faithless weorttian ancl the peartrerot ber 
treacherv, ated comtront ther 

Hie pushed the door gpentiv, and. pass 
ing through the corridor, pretiesd thre 
lrawing-room: door as gently. and e 
tered ble coed = revtaricd thre n 
pushed fora tioment im os | “ ws ts 
siletiees, Uliert sw tlie Pigrure Viti t 

Phe * ! ‘ sly 
j \ } 


“Oh! 


veusly. 


it's you?” she said, contempt 
He stood, and glared down at her. 
“Yes, it’ I!’ he said. “What 

doing here? You didn’t expect 


what 
are you 
tree » ad 

His voice was thick and barsh, his lips 
were strained tightly. 

She regarded him with cool 
amd dropped back, her tace pillowed on 
ber hand. 

“LT ecertainly did not!” she said. 
followed me, [ suppose?’ 

“What are you doing 
peated, as if his mind were absorbed by 


Insolence, 


*You 
here?” he re- 
the question. 


“Follow me, like 
are!’ she said. 


the mean spy you 


“Whatare you ?" he said again. 
She interrupted him with a curt laugh. 
“What business is that of yours?" she 

retorted. 

Iiis hand clenched at bis side, 
moistened his lips. 


and he 


“You can ask me that?’ he said, 
hoarsely. 
“You--you can ask me that! But 1 


don’t want any answer 
“Then why do you ask the question 


@*? 


she said. 


= There ix no need to tell me,” he said. 
“You are here in his rooms -alone—at 
night on 

She shrugged her shoulders, and gazed 
up at hin through half-closed lids. The 
than’s misery and rage gave her a kind 
ot satisfaction, pleasure. She was as 
heartless amd cold as a statue, and 
the infliction of pain upon this man, 
whom she hated, came asa relief atte: 


all she herself had endured. 

“It looks like it, doesn'’tit?’” she 
‘And it Tam si 

Hie put his hand to his head. 


“And you said that you loved me. You 
a9 


said. 


promised to be my wife my wite 
She laughed, and stretched herself into 
a still easier, a more indolent 
attitude. 
“Ind I? It mistake, I 


It you hadi'’t been fool enough 


careless, 
was a“ never 
trrevmntaal 
te lowe your head you'd have seen that!’ 


Helookhed at her, as if he could mot 
bring himeelf to believe that he had 
heard aright. 

“You never he gasped. 

She smiled up at him. 

“My dear tellow, if} you mean that I 


never loved you, you are quite right 1 
certainly never did!” 
He struggled tor breath. 


“Why owhy did you say ian 
panted. 

She raised her head upon her hand, 
and looked at him coldly, contemiptu- 
ously. 

“Oh, for several reasons,” she replied. 
“Ome, because Morgan wished me to 


heep you in tow; another, because, well, 
that night that I 
obliged to humor you.” 
He puthis hand to his throat as it he 
were choking. 
“Morgan 
She modded. 
“Ton 
truth. 
er inter 


you were so mid Was 


°" he said 


you well hnow 3 th 


You'd 
You were usetul to Morgan, you 


may as 
hay iM diseov ered It Semone r 


ae 

bie did see. 
“He he he said 

hoarsely, staring before him vacantly. 
“Well, that’s a 

it; buatat’s weour 


has robbed met” 


coarse Way of pruttitig 


Wav to be coarse. It's 


your nature and you can’t help it. If 
vou mean that Morgan— with my he ly 
always managed to win, you're right. 


Ieon tt 
had 


and have it 


I was under his thumb 
orders, tinned 


I don't 


Ate Me, 
ati i 
bits 
tiaind,”” 

“You 


lie We 


le obey and 


out with bin. 


she laughed carelessly, 
you helped him !’ 


re half stuype fied. 


he said, as if 


She nodded and yawned. 
“Yes: like the good and taithful sister 
that I I've ofted Wondered 
haven't detected us. I've 


mith. you 
seen Vou look 
up When Ive been bending over you, 
and making signs to him, telling him the 
eards vou held. 

“Don't blame me. Goto Morgan, and 
eall him te account.” 

“Now” he said; “I don't blame you 
You were in his power, under his thumb. 


Bat vou did it, Knowing all the time that 


l lowed vou No! broke from his 
strained lips, “ll won't believe it! Tell 
tne You are joking, that you are only 
saving it to tease me! Tell me, Laura!’ 
hi uw fiimiseltf mn his knees beside 
h and tried ¢t take her hand, 
“ peed it behind her. He gazed 

t =i lle had meant t “rl 
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oft the tact that «he had helped tosw indle 
and rob him, he could not resist the 
fascination of her presence, her voice. 
“Laura ‘'" he “T can't 
believe it! Ne woman 
could doit’ see, dear, [Know you are 
to try me! 


said, hoarsely, 


least of all you 


joking. You are saying itte 


He laughed diseordantiy. “Well, | 
haven't risen te it; you can't take me 
in!” 

She looked at bina with unconcealed 


contempt. 

“You must be mad!" she said. 

“LT suppose Tani!’ he said, helplessly. 
“I Leame here— I followed you to have 
it out with break the enyage- 
ment, to cast you off, but Lean’t leant! 
Even though T tind you here, in Deane’s 


Vou, to 


reais Where is he?” lie broke ofl, 
with the abruptness of a man whose 
mind isin tee greata whirl te act con- 


secutively. 
“LT don't 

seen bin.” 
A fashet hope stmote across his misery. 
“Then 

hittn 


know.” she said; “I haven't 


then you did not come toto 
rieet 7" he said, quickly, with a 
sharp tereath. 
“Oh, yes, | did,” she said, coolly. 
“Then it by that scoundrel’s— by 
Morgan’s orders?” he said, clutching at 


wan 


the he ye that she hal been toreed to 
come, 

She neaxdded “Yes.” 

“Laura, torgive me torgive all my 


doubtsof you. T might have known that 


that you would not have been so talse. 


Forgive me. LT love you Laura. Come 
away with me now—come home. T will 
protect you from Morgan. We will be 


married at onee.”’ 

She shrank back trom him, and stared 
with cold amazement, 

“Come with you!—marry you! Why, 
didn’t T just tell you that I didn’t care 
tor you; that | only said what I did, 
promised to be your wite, because T was 
obliged? You must be stark, staring 
maiad !" 

He put his hand to his hot brow. In- 
deed, her contession of her baseness, her 
had = been for the 


treachery, forgotten 


Thine nt. 


“You didm’t mean it,” he said witha 
ghastly smile. “You are fooling me, 
Laura! Come!’ 

Hie rose and held out bis arms, and 
bent down as if te lift her from the 


couch, She satupand pushed himaway 
trom: her, 
“Come with vou! 


there 


Marry you! Notit 
Wasn't another man in the world! 
1] hate vou!’ 

He looked at her, the smile dying away 
on his face, his eves distending. 


“You--hate me!’ 

“Yes. she said, between her teeth. 
“Pvealways hated you from the first. 
Why, whatis there about you to take 


anV Wotan'’s taney ? 


shi 


Look in the glass!” 
lnughed heartlessly as she 
beesfaanaed Dodnaa. 

* And 


sauvage. 


pointed 


you were always a bear anda 
Many’s the time 


talked about vourloveauad 


when you've 
and touched 
me, that Pve had hard work to keep my- 
self fromocrving out! 


feourraed iit 


And even Morgan 
dificult to stand 
Itithadn’t been for your money 

that’s 


SOreOTI EES 
Vou, 
and I 
oratct’ 
“Yes; 


chanically. He 


SULEPprarse pone how, or most 


its gone.” he said, dully, me- 
teltand looked like a 


mianin a dream.ai hideous 


nightmare 
which paralized him. 
She lat 


“Well, go, go! 


‘ 
- 


Deane —or or Someone 


Will Ceetme In, 

Hie did met 
ith h lip dropping, his eves 
Vacant and expressionless. 


and there will be 
teut 


a scenic 


thieves, 


gazed down at 


herw is under 


oy 


you hear Why don’t you go? 
Ive answered you plainly enough. I've 


told vou that I hate you, and that noth- 


ing would induce 
“Nothing 


meto tharry you, 
would induce—you ” 
he said, atter her. ; 

“No? 
stretched 


the brace 


Besides * she yaw ned, and 


and looked at 
“Besides, if I 
you, TI wouldn't 


eut her arms, 


lets them 


fond ol 


upon 
were ever se 
marry 

“Why not? he 


She lau 


vou’ 


usked, 


thickly m 


** Plevna tase I happen tov bn 


] 


Married al- 


ready.”’ 

He stared at her, and = his lips moved 
‘Ff : 
it Was repeating her words iwaip 

ug ’ 
Striving to grasp, te realize, their Miean- 
ing “Married tlready r 
She i 
‘Yas 
I li 
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“All—all the time; even when you 
said that you loved me—prom ised to be 
iny wite?” 

She made a gesture with her hands, as 
ifshe were utterly weary ot his questi. 


us, 
his presence. 

“Yes, yes! Ob, go and leave me 
alone! What's the use of staying and 
worrying me? I never want to see you 


again !"’ 

She rose and went past him towards 
the ftire-place. Her movement see:jod 
to break the spell, and to release jim 
from its benumbing influence, With a 
snarl like that of a wild beast, he canuyht 
her by the arm and swung her round to 
him. 

“You fiend !’’ he hissed. 

She struggled and uttered a cry. Ie 
covered her mouth with his hand and 
forced her on her knees. As he did 80, 
his toot struck against the Persian dagyer 
which lay among the other things which 
had been overturned. 

He caught itup, jerked the blade from 
its sheath, and raised it above his head. 
His hand still covered her mouth, but, if 
ithad not, would have re- 
fused its oftice, for she was paralyized by 
terror. 

She fought and struggled with him, but 
in vain. He held her in the gripot a 
vice; his bloodshot eyes stared into hers, 
his hot breath seorched her cheek. 

The shining Llade was porsed above 
his head instant or two, then it 
gleamed downwards. There was a low, 
gurgling ery; then, as he released the 
blade, the body tell away trom him ina 
ghastly heap on the floor. 

He knelt beside it, looking at the dead 
face, at the tiny stream of blood which 
had already ceased to run. For a mo- 
ment he did net realize what he had 
done; then, witha groan and a shudder 
that shook him from head to foot, he 
bent over her and meaned her name. 

“Laura, Laura, Laura!’ 

Time moved down the tatal moments 
With its relentless seythe, It seemed to 
tick ““Murder, murder!’ as they fell. 

Trevor remained on his knees, staring 
vacantly at the dead, white tace tor full 
five minutes, listening to the accusing 
clock. Then he and staggered 
backward to the fireplace; his eyes still 
fixed on the tace, asif they were chained 
there. 

Another tive minutes passed before he 
realized that he was in danger. Some- 
one—he, her husband—her husband !— 
might comein at any moment. He must 
tly. 

With the instinet of seli-preservation, 
the mechanical desire to conceal his 
deed, even toratime, he went to the 
body, slowly, feartully, and, lifting it 
caretully, laid iton the couch. His eye 
caught Gaunt’s turcoat, and he took it 
up and covered the body with it. 

As he drew it over the beautiful tace— 
never more beautiful than it was now In 
the calmness, the placidity, of death—he 
shivered as it with cold, and a low moan 
broke trom his livid lips. He drew his 
eyes away slowly, and, taking up bis 
hat, went slowly—and still back ward— 
to the door, and opened it. 


her tongue 


foran 


rose, 


There was no one in the corridor. A 
servant singing in the :servant’s 
room. He closed the door softly, very 
sottly, as if to avoid waking the woman 
on the couch, and passed quickly, and 
on tiptoe, down the stairs, and into the 
street. 

And it was not until he had reached 
the crowded thoroughtare at the end, 
that he remembered that had 
seen him enter the house or leave it. 


was 


no olf 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 
CIMA found herself standing on 
| ) the pavement outside the Man- 
sions; but she was searcely con- 
scious of how she got there. 
She had puton her things mechanl- 
cally, hurriedly, and had fled trom the 
house with uncertain feet. As mechatl- 
cally, hurriedly, she went up the street, 
and, at the edge ot the larger and bu-T 
thoroughfare, stood gazing vacantly |'°- 
tore her. 
A passing cab hailed her, and she 
in. But she did not think to tell the " in 


got 


where she wished to be driven, anu He 
had to ask her twice through the dow: '" 
the roof betore she could reply. 

At Lady Pauline’s door she st ; 


‘ ‘ 
- et 


moment, looking up and down the 


with the sameexpression in her ©)": 


ne herself whet 


sie Was ask 





are 





' ‘ * 
Aci 4 ‘ : 








room, thinking it would be more 








table. Would you like to go up now, 
in I get you anything?” 
will go up now,” said Decima. 
ething in the girl's voice startled 
onan, and she turned and looked 


.u seem tired, miss,” she said. 
Yes. that is it; I am tired,” said De- 
.dully. She went into the bedroom. 
was burning brightly; the wo:inan 
‘ye candles and looked round tenta- 
\. 
|. there anything I can get you, miss? 
~orry that one of the maids ain't 
». Perhaps you'd let me take your 
t's off for you?” 
lDecima sank into a chair and thanked 
and the woman took off the wet 


“\Why miss,you’re shivering with cold.” 
said. “Shall I get you a little some- 

ing” Lor’, | torgot as everything is 
hed up! But Teould run round the 
ner and get you some brandy, or some 
rt wine,”’ 

lecima foreed a mechanical smile to 
white, wan face. 

“Oh, no, no, thank you!’ she said. “I! 

warm directly; it was kind of 

to make so nice a fire—and, good- 


ill be 


hit 

\When the door had closed, she sank 

ind shut her eyes. 

\ hat was it that had happened to her? 
hertry and think! She had been so 
py !—so happy !—only an hour ago— 

-thanan hourago! What had hap- 
pened since then? 

ot only the cause of her happiness 

ine back toher at first. She remem- 

red that Lord Gaunt had come in, that 
ihey had sat talking, that his presence 
bad tilled her with a kind of gladness 
ind pleasure, 

\nd then—he had told her that he loved 
her and, then in a strange, mysterious 
veil seemed to have been torn 
herinner life,and she had 
realized that she loved him, that she had 
for—oh, ever so long, ever so 


4uy,a 


isidde from 


ed him 
' 

lhe color stole to her white face, her 
eyes became suffused with tears, tears of 
oy and intinite delight and peace. As 
-he sat there, she could hear his voice 
“Llove you, | love you!” it had said to 
byaor 

Oh, wonderful, life-giving words! She 
could see his face; it stole between her 
closed lids and her eyes. The handsome 
face she loved so dearly! She could teel 
isses upon her lips, upon her hair, 


vod athrill ran through her,and the 

touch of color grew to a burning blush. 
Ife loved her! He had said so; his 

kisses, his eyes, had been even more elo- 


nt, more convineing, than his words. 

. how happy she was! To be loved 

im! “Every thought is of you! I 

you with all my heart and soul! 

) hold my heart in the hollow ot your 

i'’ What words they were! And 

true, true; for he could not 
. tulsely. 

happy she was! Was there ever 

n the world so blessed, so fortu- 

isshe?) To be loved by him! To 

that his love was so great that he 

her ribbon-—the poor, little, faded 

' -next his heart, day and night; 

she had worn it in her 


t were 


ecause 
happy — happy — happy !—Then 
y, the pang of anguish smote 
it what had happened?) Why 
is terrible weight, this dragging 
{shame crush out all her happi- 
Phen forced herself to re- 
r; and recalled the dis- 
ot the portrait, his words, ‘My 
i" ind all that had passed after- 
tis, she opened her eyes and covered 
vith her hands, and a low cry of 
broke trom ber white and tremb- 


she 
as she 


‘as Inarried! Another woman was 

*, It Was not she, Decima, whom 

itto love, whom he could marry. 

onged to someone else. The beau- 
tnan whose picture he had held 
nds. 

‘hat should she do, what should 
She leant torward, and rocked 
and fro. The anguish in her 

‘as like a physical pain, racking 

ring at her. 

new what she ought to do. She 

loving from that 

Hler solemn 

trom her heart;to 


» Cease him 
It was her duty. 
lear his Image 

onger, to torget biim. 
is for poor human nature! 
I nat dn th 


She 
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She ought to do it; but—well, she could 
not. 

Her face burnt with shame, ber heart 
grew hot midst its pain as she realized 
that, notwithstanding what she had 
learnt that evening, notwithstanding 
that woman was Lord Gaunt’s wite, she 
loved him still. 

Ah! where was all Lady Pauline’s 

aching? In spite of it all, she was bad 
and wicked—tor she could not cast him 
off! She loved him still. It was horrible, 
horrible! and her guilt weighed upon 
her and crushed her, so that her head 
bent still lower in her shaking hands. 

Yet, how was she to help loving him 
while his last words of entreaty were 
ringing in her ears? He had knelt to 
her, as one kneels and prays tor life 
itself. He had said that he could not live 
without her. And, alas, at that moment 
her heart echoed his passionate, despair- 
ing avowal; she telt that she could not 
live without him. 

She slipped trom her chair to her 
knees, trying to pray tor strength to bear 
this awful sorrow which was breaking 
her heart; but Gaunt’s face rose betore 
her, his voice rang in her ears. Over and 
over again she went through the scene, 
until it seemed to be repeating itself in 
the very room, asif he were still pre- 
sent. 

She rose at last, and began to undress, 
but still mechanically. Every now and 
then she paused, and looked at her hand. 
He had held it; she could feel his hand 
gripping it still, Asshe parted ber hair 
from her torehead, could teel his 
hand upon her head, the caressing 
fingers, the lingering kiss. 

“Heaven help me; what shall I do?” 
she wailed. “I love him! Why did he 
make me love him so?” 

Then she remembered his misery and 
anguish, and a hot wave ot pity swept 
over her, and swept away, for a time, her 
own sorrow and bitterness. How he, 
too, must be suffering. lle had said that 
he loved her a thousand times better 
than she loved him—it was not possible, 
of course—but how he must be sufler- 


she 


ing! She remembered the expression 
of his face, the agony ringing in his 
voice. 


And she would never see him again! 
The thought struck her heart like ice. 
Never to see him again! All her lite! 
And she was so young! Why,she might 
live to be an old woman! All those ter- 
rible years stretching before her, in 
which she should go on loving and long- 
ing for him, and with no hope of seeing 
him again! 

Oh, why could she not die? It would 
be so good to die now, this moment, with 
his dear voice ringing in her ears, his 
kisses still warm upon her lips. 

She had not been so very wicked; she 
had tried to lead the good lite aunt Pau- 
line had held up for her; would not 
Heaven be merciful, and let her die? 

If they conld only both die together, 
he and sbe, band in hand, looking into 
each other’s eyes, and pass away trom 
this cruel worlo into that other of 
and rest! 

She laughed piteously. 

“No, [shall not die!” she said, aloud. 
“Tam young end strong, and [ shall go 
on living for years’ shuddered 
“for years, living, and living for him!” 

She threw herself on the bed at last, 
but she could not sleep. The 
had gone through passed through her 
brain, betore her eyes, again and again; 
it was like a scene in a play. 

Now and again it seemed to her that he 
was bending over her, and she put out 
her hand as if to thrust him away, sob- 
She is your wife! It is 
You must 


peace 


she 


seene she 


bing: “*No, no! 
she whom you love, not me! 
not touch me—kiss me!’ 

Towards morning she fell into a deep 
sleep of exhaustion; but the sleep was 
one long dream, in which Gaunt knelt 
before her, clutching at her arm, his 
voice rising and falling in the anguish of 
his entreaty. 

A little after eight o’clock the char- 
woman knocked at the door,and Decima 
awoke. She tried to rise, but could not. 
She telt as if her limbs were weighted 
with lead, as if there was one spot in her 
brain burning like a hot coal. 

The woman knocked again, and De- 
cima called to her to come in. Her voice 


sounded weak and strained, and the 
woman hurried to the bed, with a vague 
alarm, Which grew into detinite dismay, 
as she looked at the white face, with the 
two spots of livid crimson glowing under 
the giitterinyg eyes 
‘ 

ference 

“Yes; I think I am ill,” she said, as il 


she was speaking to someone else, some- 
one who did not matter in the least, was 
ot no possible importance. “I teel as if 
I could not move, and—and—my head is 
on fire.” 

The woman was alarmed, 

“PI—Dll go tor a doctor,” she said, 
halt speaking to herself. “I don’t like 
the looks of you at all, miss.” 

Decima smiled indifferently—it was a 
piteous smile! “Do you think I am 
going to die?” she askell calmly, almost 
hopefully. 

The woman forced a laugh. “Notyou, 
miss!’ she said. “It’s only a teverish 
cold as 'ave took ’old of you!” 

Decima sighed, and turned her head 
away; and the woman, after looking 
round helplessly tor a moment, stole 
from the room, and did the most sensi- 
ble thing she could have done, There 
was a telegraph oflice within a tew 
yards, and she wired to Lady Pauline, 
and then hurried on to the nearest 
doctor. 

When she came back, Decima was 
staring at the ceiling with eyes which 
shone and glittered with fever, and her 
hands were clenched on the satin cover- 
let, as if she were holding on to con- 
sciousness by a supreme effort of will. 

When Lady Pauline arrived, she tound 
the doctor bending over Decima, apply- 
ing iced bandages to the burning head. 
He greeted Lady Pauline with a silent 
nod; and in silence for a moment, she 
knelt beside the bed. Then she said ina 
tremulous whisper: 

“She is very ill! What is it?” 

“Brain fever,’ he said gravely and 
aloud. There was no need to whisper, 
for Decima could not hear. 

“Hiow did she come here? I know 
nothing!’ she said, as she took off her 
bonnet and cloak. He was her own 
doctor, and he spoke with the candor 
which he knew she desired, and would 
approve. 


“She came last night, about tour 
o'clock, so the charwoman tells me. 
Then she went out—to her brother's 


and returned about ten. She was quite 
well on her first arrival, so the woman 
says; but looked pale and tired when she 
came in later.” 

“Brain tever!’ said Lady Pauline, 
calm, and on the alert by this time, “I 
don’t understand !”” 

He shook his head gravely. 

“Severe brain fever,’ he said. 
lute candor was always required, de- 
manded, by Lady Pauline, and he knew 
it. “There was no other trouble. Some- 
thing was on her mind, something must 


A bose- 


have occurred between the interval of 
her first arrival and her return to this 
house,.”’ 

Lady Pauline stared at him. 

“What could have happened?’ she 
said. 

“That we haveto discover,” he said, 
quietly. “She must be kept quiet; but 


you know the treatment as well as I do, 
Lady Pauline.” Lady Pauline had, for 
a time, been a hospital nurse in her 
younger days. “Ill come back inan 
hour or two. Keep the bandages 
going; and if she should con- 
sciousness before I return, keep her as 
tranquil as possible.” 

Lady Pauline stood the bed 
with tightly compressed lips and aching 
heart. What had they done to this girl 
whom loved with a mother’s love? 
The charwoman stole in presently; and 
Lady Pauline questioned her. 

She could tell no more than the doctor 
had already told. Lady Pauline sent 
her with a wire to the servantsto return, 
and resumed her place beside the uncon- 
The doctor came in ayain, 


ice 
recoyve?r 


beside 


she 


scious girl. 
within his time. 

“Something has happened to her, some 
shock,” he said. “Ican do nothing for 
her that you cannot do, Lady Pauline. 
Absolute quiet, tranquility: thatis all,’’ 

The hours dragged through. Later, 
Lady Pauline saw the white evelids 
quiver, and presently Decima looked up 
at her. 

“Aunt Pauline?” she said, in the thin, 
strained voice of tever. 

“Yes; itis I, Decie, dear.” 

The burning lips smiled woefully. “I 
am glad you havecome, very glad. Aunt 
Pauline?’ 
“Yeu, dear.’ 
“Will you please tell Mr. Mershon that 


’ 


®?? 


I cannot marry him 
Lady Pauline 
child delirious? bint 


d again, as if she 


W as 


Doecitua 


repre assed the start 


tiie poor 


“Miriiie 


Decitna stared at her a f irprise 


that the question should be necessary. 


5 


“Lord Gaunt,” she said, quietly. 

lady Pauline could not repress the 
start now. 

“Lord Gaunt!" she echoed. 

Decima’s hands clutched at the cover- 
let with feverish violence, but her voice, 
thin and hollow though it was, was calm 
and tree trom delirium. 

“Yes," she said. “Didn't you know? 
Tloved him, and” —an exquisite smile 
litup her face, making its pale lovell- 
ness angelic by its intensity —“he loves 
me,” 

Lady Pauline permitted a groan, to es 
cape her. 

“He loves me,” continued = Decima. 
“Weshall never see each other again, 
never. But I cannot marry Mr. Mer- 
shon; not even to save father and Bobby! 
Poor Bobby! I am sorry; but [ cannot 
doit! I eould have done it if—if I had 
not seen him--when was it? I torget! 
Was itlong ago, years ago? But I know 
that he loves me, and I love him. 

“I shall never see him again; but I 
can’t marry Mr. Mershon, or anyone 
else. Itisa pity, isn’t it? But | cannot! 
Will you write to himand tell him? He 
lives at the Firs, Leafinore—” Her mind 
wandered tor a moment. “Leafmore! 
How beautitul it is! If he would only 
stay. The the cottages —the 
church! Hlow good he is! He does all 
weask him! How good he is! And I 
love him, love him,love him! His wite! 
No, I can’t be his wife! There is another 
woman. Oh, why did he make me love 
him so?” 

She moved her head trom side to side, 
with feverish restlessness, then, as it 
with an effort, she came back to full con- 
sciousness, 

“Write to—to Mr. Mershon at 
Aunt Pauline. Tell him that I cannot, 
cannot! Ask him not to be angry! I 
know I am very wicked. Well, that is 
all, isn’t it? I love him, love him! 
Promise, Aunt Pauline! [ am slipping 
away —the light the tire all is growing 
dim. I can’t see your tace, though I 
know you are there! Promise! 

lady Pauline bent over her. 

“[T promise, Be satistied, dear!" she 
said, and Decima closed her eyes and 
drew a long sigh of relief, 

7 * * a” o ’ 


schools 


once, 


Gaunt tound himselt in the street out- 
side the Mansions, very much in the 
condition in which Decima had been, 

His brain wasina whirl, For his lite 
had, so to speak, ended. Ile had lost 
Decima, the ygirl-love, who had filled 
his heart, whe had the one star 
shining in his darkened life. Tle had 
lost her; and it was well! Heshuddered 
as he thought of the risk she had run 
through his overwhelming temptation, 

If Laura, his wife his wife! had not 
appeared, what would have happened ? 
Decima would have gone with him, and 


been 


he would have wrecked the life of the 
sweetest, the purest of women! 
Heshuddered again, and an icy blast 


He telteold, 
and that 
moment, so absolutely physical was the 


seemed tosweep over him. 


remembered his fur coat at 


sensation which assailed him. 


He could not go back for the coat. He 
buttoned the shooting jacket, and went 
on, Foratime he walked without any 


thought of the direction he was taking, 
but suddenly he looked round and found 


himself before Lady Pauline’s house in 
the square. 
He gazed up at the windows: there 


WAS 4 rratast bor bie 


room, She was there, 


light only im one; it 
Searcely knowing 
what he was doing, he stretched his artis 
out towards the light, and groaned, 

He paced 


or two, until, indeed, a policeman eyed 


upand down for a moment 
him suspiciously, and crossed over the 
road to inspect him more 
Gaunt turned and strode on, 


Closely > then 


Hehad putup tor the night ata quiet 
hotel in St. James’; one of those old 
fashioned places which men ot Ciaunt’s 


tastes prefer, Tt was small, and 


yorgeous, bubit 


not by 


any tneans Wan Oxclu. 
sive, and moreexpensive than any of the 
modern palatial caravanseries, 

The the 


ways called the butler 


butler head waiter was al 


miet bins in the 


stoall hall, prepared to helphinn off with 
assistend 


his coatinto which the tian had 


him, and was rather surprised at) seeiny 


(;aunt without it 
‘| have left my coat at the -« 
Wilkins,” said (saunt 
Yes, 115 d ] end P nicl 
Wilkis j ripet tloa | 
head 
y ‘ 
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REVERIE. 


HY. K. f. 


lawn, to the side of the river, 
fiutter in 


] wander, at 
I bee eoft 


wind« uet odorous 
wigha, 


roseante banners slow (ulver 


Aurora « fair, 
And trail their pp 


pale skies 


nk pennons across the 


The songstere are pruning thelr wee, downy 
feathers, 
And practicing trille in their matinal iy, 
The blossoms, a-trembling with sweet e% pec 
tation, 


Are waiting to welcome the advent of day. 


Hiow fit for eweet thought« is the bour of 
dawning 
Of thoughts that no mortal can put into 


words’ 
W bat questioning» thrill through my bosom 
this morning, 
As ] wave atthe lily and 
“ I build men nest like 


songeter, 


' 


et to the birds 


the sweet, joyous 
neath the arch of the heavens 


bine dome, 


Somewhere 


And, like their wings, foid up my fond as 
pirations 

(Contented to dwe n the tamom of home? 

(ir, like as the lily floate down the ecnaitn 


water, 


lta heart ever turned to the far, arching 


wky, 

Will pase te “ua et contemplation «# 
daughter 

Forgotthy, forget y. the world rushing by? 

Wi kr s* ] lij=s wv thins alone can 
le. le t 

Let me bee « he ‘ as tee 

If tes build like the birds, or to cont ke thee 

‘) fe * f x le eternity « sea! 


—— 


The Prodigal’s Return. 


A 


falling couselessts 


ny (Ut I’ 


Naiman was trudging wearily 


Yor 


along a lonely country read, an a 


dav. with the rain 


the wine 


uray Novenitbwed 
atid soughi- 


ing otuourntolls atrvertoge | thee leathexe 
brates of the trees 
raise the 


his 


It was certainivy net aday te 
returning te 
gathering gloom, 
hiitn 


] rewdige il 
tlie 
lonely 


Kpirits of a 
Phe 

long 
With a gloomy fee 


home rain, 


mare the road inspired 


ingo as to the weleome 
and also jmipress him 
the sanity of the 


had bartered his in- 


he would 
with a chill 
things tor which: be 


reseverives, 


serine cof 


heritanes 
wonder why lve had eotbie 
al eal at 


a strange impulse 


Hie began to 


bach at all Loving con sich Tess, 
he track beeen seazed tes 
ter bias coded 


eventually grown too strony 


fo return bicetnse an odmipulse 
whieh bad 


tor bee resisted 


It was not to ask help of his tather that 


be bad come, theugh he wae) penniless, 


and the clothes he wore were thread ture 
tie tather, stern and vindietive, bad 
borg mg ast baat lated sworn never 
ter Dee lp litem agparn 


It was wee noenotigh storys The 


only sonof a rich father, witheveryvy wish 
ratified, with lowe lavished tpom bar, 
the voung tian had given wav to the 
rech les. ried gen ont will mic pr as- 
sS)artis 

ihe parental 7 had been tried, 
wounded, and, tinally, lopelessis allen. 
ated Phere had been angry words, bit- 
ter reproaches, reckless defiance on the 
sons pruart, a jeprarture from the old 
bieotnie, fe seul ivwaw liv extravagant 
life in the great t t lvrtdonm, and at 
Last porverty aried vida 


At Jength the hits the village of 


Strathiuore ‘ ‘ i sight, atid stiortiy 
afterwards thie Mearv traveler passed 
the first few scattered tiayes and came 
to the village greet 

It wer deserted (in sucha night no 
one would venture out unless compelled, 
But the young man, in bis dread of being 
recognized, drew ip the collar of his 


eoatand pulled his hat well dow 


his eves. 


He stewmd still for a tmioment on the 
green, thinking, his face hard and de- 
fiant; vet there was a strange dull pain 
at huis heart, fer } thiethiories Were 
crowding upeot ! 

Amtera w t aseolt el hk annie 
Dte hisseves, and aeti.y memend thie 
saiden ¢ {, at Ment towards eof 
the ! isers, fre tI ‘ low [ wl a“ 
dim light shew 

| Was thie wget ‘A t 
hesitat bay 
tere I we . ‘ 
ar ar - 4! ‘ ‘ 
‘ w “ - 


Near the window stood a large table, 
on which a white-haired pleasant-taced 
old man, the tather of the postmistress, 
was seated, engaged in repairing a cor- 


duroy garment, tor he was the village 
tailor, As the young man entered he 
looked up over his spectacles with «a 


kindly smile. 

“A bad night, sir,” be said, wondering 
who the shabby rain-drenched stranger 
could be, tor he knew every one for miles 
round. “You are too late for post.” 

A tew minutes betore the young man 
had not wished to be recognized, yet the 
total absence of recollection on Ube part 
of the old man, who had been one of the 
staunchest friends of his boyheaowd, burt 
him keenly. 

“And so you don't remember me, Gal- 
loway?” he said, with a short hard 
laugh. “Ordo you wish to cut me, like 
all the rest?" 

The old man started, dropped his work, 
and bent torward to Jook inte the 
stranger's haggard tace, amazement and 
incredulity being evident on his own. 
Then he tlung aside his work, 
scrambling off the table as quickly a» bis 
rheumatism would allow, he caught the 
and shenk 
incoherent 


and. 


young man's hands in his, 


them vigorously, uttering 


exclamations of delight, wonder, and 
pity. 

For Ralph Gilbert's story was well 
known, and those who had lowed bins in 
the old days and they were not « few, 
in spite of his faults often agreed 
among themselves that. if the son had 
been reckless and wild, the father had 


been harsh and unforgiving. 

“And theold gentleman will be mighty 
he said. “‘e'= tot 
you lett Why, 
leading an 
neatly- 


yéad to see you, “ir. 
the 
Jane’ as a 


been SA | 6SInCEe 


Jane! 
inner room opened, and a tall 
dreased young wotnan appeared 
Mr. Ralph again 
Master Ralph, she was a thin « 
girl when you went away, ten yoare age 


door 


“here's 
Why, 


ip ota 


come hore 


” 


and now 
“Now, 


most of her 


father,’ began Jane, who, like 


SEX, disapproved of any al- 
her age. But 
inely glad to see the veuny man 

“oh, Miss Masters,” 
asthe door of the inner recon 
again, and a young lady 
threshold, “you'll be glad, I know ‘ 
always been asking thought 
you would come back, Mr. Malph and 
here he is at last, miss!" 

Ralph turned with natural curiosity to 
know who it was who had so desired his 
return, girl, 
with a pale tace and large dark eves. He 
did not know the girl; tut wreat 
beauty and dainty attire made hits «ud- 


denly conscious of his own shabby tis 


lusion to she Way yenu 


exclaitned Jane, 
oD fd ned 
on the 


=he's 


stinnld 


when we 


and he saw aslin youny 


her 


erable appearance, 

She stood quite still, her long tur man 
her While Jane 
volubly explained that she bad throw 
jelly tor Mrs. «ral! 
an invalid, 

Miss Masters lookedat Ralph «co «tead 


itv that 


tle hanging over arts, 


Sarnia’ owayv, “li “a 


he grew omore and tare econ- 


tused. ‘Then sbe came slowly terward, 
and, as the light from the lamg f ipo 
hereyes, Ralph was struck by their ex 
pression. They were full of unutteratle 
dread and shrinking, whieh did not leave 
them even when she spoke te bin 

“Tam glad you have come tack.” «he 
said, in steady even tones You should 
not have stayed aw a nig your 
father is old and il 

She was seized with ao s«uddes fit et 
trembling, and madea “ig { Patie 
help heron with her cloak 

“Crowd news, miss, how 1 4 are! 
exclaimed Jane, as she ‘ Jetitaliy 


touched the 
a Warn coiling ou 

But Miss Masters did n 
a hurried “tiood night’ to the old 
and a scarcely-perceptible bx 
the door. The 
her: and, without 
Speaking to birn 
passed out into the dark ness, 


little unglowed band. “Jr 
7 


have lerfore 


she mov ed to 
openeo it for 
at him or 


mom iliy 
gait, slie 


“Whata night tora young lady to be 
eut in!’ Ralph exclaimed, as thie 
‘All alone too! Whe is ehe?” 

“That's Miss Masters. the dar 
the 


Cle med 


igtiter «of 


lady whe is Mr. Gilbert's hous 
keeper,’ said Jane **s bie atnie Pycotne 
froin school six months ago, and has 
ived there ever since. She sadear young 
lady * 

And a hcl t gy ar 
sided, witha bk ‘ sug Annee 
4 4 T \ >. 

- , . sich 
ens 4 
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ought to feel flattered” with a meaning 
laugh. “She’s the loveliest young lady 
I've seen, and a deal nicer- Jane 
stopped, but she looked as it she would 
have liked to go on. 

“I did not know my 
housekeeper,” said ¢iilbert, in 
tones. “Is Mes. Terry dead?” 

“No,sir,” the old man answered reluct- 
antly. “Mr. Gilbert takea 
dislike to her, and sent her away. You 
will find a good many changes up there. 
Most of the old servants have gone. 
There's a new doctor too. Two years ago 
Mrs. Masters came. She's quite different 
t» Martha Terry. A real lady, though 
Jane doesn't like her; but there's no ac- 
counting tor womenfolk’s likes and dis- 
likes.” 


father had a new 
regretful 


seemed to 


“There are others who don't like ber 
father,” retorted Jane. “And I can't 
abide that new doctor cither, with his 
sleek smiling ways! And -and—well, I 


wr 


am very glad you have come home, sir? 
“You forget, Jane,” said Ralph, witha 


bitter smile-—‘my father mayn't be so 
anxious to see me."" 
Hedid not wait tor an answer, but 


turned and went out once more into the 
dreary night. 

talph slept that night at the Bear Inn, 
4 picturesque, red-tiled old house at the 
entrance of the village. He had made up 
his mind to leave the place the first thing 
the next morning. 


The tamiliar surroundings had awak 
ened memories which filled him witb 
pain. Everything seemed to accentuate 


his miserable poverty and humiliation. 
It was unlikely that his father would see 
hit. 

He could not go and sue for merey and 
forgiveness, between them 
wak too wide to be bridged over. A meet- 
ing would but make the old wounds 
bleed afresh. No-it was best that he 
should go back by the way he had come, 
neverto return. His father was old and 
ill-why should he inflet the 
pain of a meeting upon bim? 

He wentstraight up to his room at the 
any They 


The breach 


useless 


inp, unrecognized by one. 
brought him something to eat; be bad 
but litthe appetite bowever, and, after 
wearily pacing to and fro tora time, bis 
thoughts dwelling upon his wasted life, 
he tell asleep. It was here, in the quaint 
old-tashioned chamber of the inn, with 
its four-post bedstead and chintz hang- 
ings of a bygone date, with the fire flick - 
ering in the grate and casténg tantastic 
the walls, that Ralph Gil- 
bert dreamed a strange dream. 

Hie was outonee more inthe rain and 
darkness, on the road leading to his 
father’s house. The country was tlooded, 
the heavy rains of the last few davs~ hav- 
ing caused the river to overtiow its banks, 
and fields and under water. 
loown in the dip of the road, between the 
village and his tather’s house, the water 
was always deep. 


shadows on 


lanes were 


It was dangerous, by reason of its cur- 


rentsand tbe deep ditches that lay on 
either side of the road. Ralph knew that 
this part would be impassable; still he 


hurried on, driven by an 
stronger than his 


impulse 


will. 


The wind, blowing in fittul guets, was 
driving the clouds across the sky. The 
moon, Wiieh was atthe full, seemed at 
times to be sailing on a sea of wind- 


Lommsera 
their seething depths. 

Just as Ralph,in his . reached 
the edge of the water that filled the hol- 
low in the 
clearly 


Waves, Sinking at moments inte 


dre ils 
road, the moon shone out 
brilliantly, lighting up the 

The tops of the hedgerows 
on either side of the road rose tlaek and 
the turbid waters. 

As he stood and looked, be saw stand- 
ing on the other the water the 
girl he had seen in the post office. Her 
eyes had the same terrified expressipn in 
them. 


and 
whole scene, 


Pare above 


side of 


She was looking at him. and seemed to 
be Speaking, but he could net 
voice abovethe sound of the 


hear her 
r ishing 
swirling water. 


She raised her hands with a passionate 


gesture, and then he knew that she had 
been calling to him. He started forward 
to goto her, but at this pointhe awoke. 
Phe dream had been so vivid that he 
found himself sitting up in bed, his 
hands still outstretched, as he had! ing 
them out in answer to the piteous ADPpea 
to come tothe girl's aid. 

Lying down aga ifter awh ‘ 
tried to sleep; but tl sider t 
night Was spent it roken fits . 

4 ef 
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needed in his tather’s house, and that the 
«trange look in Miss Masters’ eyes meant 
that she was cognizant of that need. The 
feeling grew upon him, until at length 
he was possessed bya burning impa- 
tience to go and ascertain what Was 
wrong. 

Immediately breaktast was over he 
lett the inn, and, passing threugh the 
village, went towards the road which led 
to his tather’s house. As he drew nearer 
to his old home the memory of his dream 
came to him with tenfold force. 

The waters were out. The rain had 
been falling heavily for days, but had 
ceased that morning. He hoped the 
floods would not prevent his passing 
through the dip in the road. 

If the water covered the footway, he 
would haveto goa long way round in 
order to reach the house. The thought ot 
the delay became more intolerable as he 
hastened on. The feeling that his help 
was needed became stronger with every 
step he took. Fancy, superstition, pre- 
sentiment—whatever it might be—he 
must now go to his tather. 

The first sight of the hollow convinced 
him that to pass through it on toot was 
impossible. At this point another road 
branched off to the right. Looking down 
this road he saw a groom in a high dog- 
cart, driving towards him through the 
water, which was shallower just there. 
This was bis only chance, and he asked 
the man to drive him through the flood; 
butthe groom retused, saying that the 
water was deep and the current danger- 
ous, 

Ralph, almost beside himself with 
eagerness and impatience, offered him 
halt a sovereign, the last coin he had in 
the world. The groom then consented, 
and a tew moments later Gilbert found 
himself on the other side of the water, 
and was hurrying on again towards Bel- 
lenden Manor. 

The clock tower of the stables came in 
sight at last. On the opposite side of the 
way was the bouse, surrounded by great 
Ralph’s tace was very pale, and 
his heart was beating so that he could 


trees. 


hardly breathe, when he reached the 
gates of his old home. 
7 e - o . 


“My dear Jane, it is no use reproach- 
ing meso bitterly. You may thank me 
for keeping you in check—otherwise, in- 
stead of having a fortune in your hands, 
you might have been standing now with 
your neck in a noose !’’—and the speaker 
smiled cynically. 

Doctor Nash and Mrs. Masters were 
talking together in Mrs. Masters’ sitting 
room in Bellenden Manor. She had sent 
for him early in the morning, but he had 
not arrived until after breaktast. He and 
Mrs. Masters had been in private con- 
versation for the last ten minutes. 

Doctor Nash was a great friend of Mrs. 
Masters’. He had come to Strathmore 
shortly after she accepted the post of 
housekeeper to old Mr. Gilbert. He had 
taken a sinall cottage ata little distance 
trou: Bellenden Manor. 

It Was at her suggestion that Mr. (iil- 
bert, after dismissing his old doctor, had 
sent tor Doctor Nash and appointed him 
his medical adviser, though Doctor Nasb 
hitmuselr had said he had no desire to ¢s- 
tallish a practice, and had only come w 
Strathmore for the hunting. 

He had risen very high in the old man’s 
favor, and Mr. Gilbert acknowledged 
when be was in a good temper that [o«- 
tor Nash was the cleverest doctor he had 
ever met. 

Butold Mr. Gilbert was not always ip 
4 good teuiper, and, great as was the in- 
that Mrs. Masters and [Doctor 
Nash had gained over him, they found 
him at times most unmanageable. she 
Was speaking bitterly as to this fact 


thuence 


now, 

“Anda nice lot ot good your caut.n 
has done us,Jim!" It was only wien 
alone that they addressed each other ¥ 
their Christian names. They were brot..«t 
and sister, though it was not conven: °t 
to have the tact generally known. 

“The will drawn up in my favor is: t 
yet signed, and that scamp of a seu '* 
here! It the old tool once sees him, th 
isno knowing what may happen. I '+- 
eve,in spite of all I’ve said, the —@ 
nan has still a hankering after him.’ 

“If you have failed,” the doctor r- 
turned in angry tones, “you have Eu! 

t thank forit! 1 am certain sbe 9 
been doing her best toget Ralph G! 
ack into his father’s good graces !”’ 


“she's too great a coward!” 
‘s nother contemptuously. 


tenet tz 


leath of you and 






S J an 











ick to death of this slow doctor- 
old wretch will live on for ever 

wtet You must makean end—it’s 
ih now; people will be pre- 

ter his long illness——” 

-racious sake be careful, Jane!’ 

tace turning pale. 


” 


cried, his 
» will is signed—— 
a pertect fool, Jim!” Mrs. 
jixsed, her handsome tace con- 
. greed and rage. “It will never 
iit he onee sees his son—I am 
of it! And Ralph Gilbert will be 
lay! Eunice actually dared to 
«st night that she had begged 
vurry! I have ordered her to stay 
om for the next three days, and 
told them down stairs that the 
tan ison no account to be ad- 
t suppose by any chance he should 
No! Jim, you'll give the final 
lay, and, when heis too weak 
to resist, I will get him to 
the will. Then his son may do as 
Who will suspect us? That 
leaves no trace—at least to those 
cre ignorant of its composition—and 
joes know it but you? And the will 
suse little surprise, as all the world 
how the old man hates bis son; 
has no other near relatives.” 
1 little more persuasion, the doc- 
ented to his sister’s proposal. He 
ved quite as well as she did the 
tance of immediate action. Ralph’s 
sas a greatdanger. He telt cer- 
», that for some time old Mr. Gil- 
«i softened towards his son, and 
ugly suspected Eunice had had a 
) the matter. 
wassure that the girl, from whom 
ins had of course been kept secret, 


; wed 


o4ners, 


i iegunm to suspect their designs 
-t the old man. The girl had 
colina remarkable manner dur- 


past three months, 
\ the merry schoolgirl light-hearted- 
oi] vanished,and she was growing 
snd quieter every day, while her 


eves bad a frightened look in them. She 
. too, from her mother and him- 
~if, and, except when she was com- 
jeooed, neverspent a moment in their 
~woety. It she went boldly over to the 
eneiny they would be lost. The doctor 
turned pale at the mere thought. 


Ualph Gilbert was just the kind ot a 
in to appeal to the romantic tancy of a 
Phat there was any nobler reason 
for Luniece’s pity forthe young man and 
her desire to help him never entered her 
~head. He had long since ceased 
ty «© ceve that it was possible for men or 
| to be good or disinterested. 
\iter his interview with his sister, the 
hastened to his own cottage to 
prepare a fatal dose ot the drug with 
he had been slowly sapping the 
ia’s physical and mental powers. 
toreturn at luncheon-time to 
ter the dose. Mrs. Masters gave 
ers tothe butler that he should 
count allow Ralph Gilbert to 
house, 
~ time later the door bell rang, as 
iexpected. It was Ralph Gilbert. 
tler who opened the door was a 
anit. 
i one, who had beena staunch 
ithe young man during his boy- 
i early manhood, had incurred 
master shortly 
-. Masters’ arrival, and, as had 
case with nearly all the other 


easure of his 


dismissed. 
Was a creature of the 
It was a shock to Ralph 
the new 


ints, he had been 

miati 

untamiliar tace ot 
sitor’s shabby clothes did not 
the nan in his favor. His man- 
lecidedly insolent when, in re- 
stated that 
ert was ill and could see no one. 
manner and the way in 
spoke roused Ralph, who was 
y the thought of the coming 


talph’s question, he 


tler’s 


in!’ he said 
on to the threshold. 


ert!” 


come haughtily, 


“Tam Mr. 


as to 
Jus entrance, burst into an inso- 


tier, holding the door so 


en. if you’re Mr. Ralph Gilbert, 
still strict! You're 
account.’ And, 
utter a word, the 
from the doorway 


i " more 
et inoon no 
tiph could 

rust him 
ead the 
ent Ralph stood as if dazed, 

S turned 


in his face. 


door 


and walked back 


is at the mans lr 
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its chilliness as, tull of griet and rage, he 
stumbled out into the high road. 

Never again, he determined, would he 
return to his tather’s house! 

A little door in the wall suddenly 
opened as he was striding past it, and a 
girl ran out, bareheaded, into the chill 
mist, and seized his arm. 

Her tace was deathly white, her golden 
hair in disorder. She clung to him, with 
a torrent of broken incoherent sentences 
which at first he could searcely under- 
Stand. 

“You must not go away!” the girl 
cried. “lam atraid—afraid! Oh, I am 
not sure of anything! And she is my 
mother! What am I saying? Ot course I 
don’t know anything; but your fatter is 
rich and we are so poor! And last night 
I lay awake and fancied all sorts of hor- 
rible things; and there seemed no one 
who would do anything but you, and I 
prayed that you would come. I knew 
that they would send you away; so I got 
out of my room, and have been waiting 
here. But you must not go away. For 
your tather’s sake and ours, you must 
now!” Then she let go his arm, and, 
trembling violently, put her hands over 
her eyes and broke into wild sobbing. 
Ralph's rage was giving place to bewild- 
erment and fear. 

“4;0 into the house!” the girl cried, 
again seizing his hands. “I will take you 
in it—-if they kill me tor it! But promise 
me this—that, whatever you find, you 
will be mercitul to me and mine! It is I 
who have warned you! But make haste, 
or it will be too late!’ 

She drew him through the doorway, 
which led intoa shrubbery. She hur- 
ried on through the dripping shrubs and 
trees. As Ralph tollowed her, his mind 
became calmer, and he thought of other 
things besides his tather’s imminent 
peril. 

Iie remembered the girl who had come 
to warn him. He now saw that she was 
bareheaded, and that she had only thin 
shoes on her feet. He took her hand—it 
was icy cold. 

He remembered what she had said 
when she offered totake him into the 
house. Then he recollected a way ot en- 
trance he had used when a boy. It it 
were not closed up, he could enter by it 
again, without letting his companion 
incur any risk by taking him in. 

**Go into the house!” he said hoarsely, 
though not unkindly. “I can get in by 
myself. Asit is, perhaps you will suf- 
a 

The girl shook her head. 

“Make haste!’ she whispered faintly. 
“If you want me,come back here—but 
don’t stop now!” 

Ralph hurried on, leaving the girl 
standing alonein the chilly fog, at the 
mercy ot Ile dared not think. The 
mist was in his favor. It was now grow- 
ing so dense that it was diflicult to see 
halt a yard betore him. He reached the 
house unobserved. Close to the window 
of a room which used to be his grewa 
tree. 

By climbing it he would reach the win- 
If he could yet in there he would 
A secret passage connected this 
the apartments his 

always occupied. He had 
this passage to reach his 
father’s rooms, delighting, boylike, in 
the secret, which known only to 
himselt and his tather. 


dow. 
be safe. 
room with 
father had 
often used 


suite of 


was 


If his tather still occupied the same 
rooms, and the passage remained un- 
closed, he could easily get to him. He 


the window, and 
entered the had been shut 
up ever since he went away. 

The dust lay thick on everything, but 
he was too anxious to notice that. He 
found the panel that opened into the 
passage, and hurried through the dark- 
ness. He remembered every inch ot the 
way, and soon found himself at the point 
ot communication with his tather’s bed- 


succeeded in opening 


room, W hich 


root. 

He had to exercise extreme caution, 
tor Mrs. Masters might be there. He 
touched a spring in the wall, and a door 
flew back, but he allowed it to open only 
alittle way. He remembered that this 
door was at the side of his tather’s bed, 
and, ifthe position of the turniture was 
unchanyed, the large bed, with its old- 
tashioned hangings, would conceal him, 
while he would be able to see the greater 


part of the room. 


talph looked through the narrow 
opening; nothing appeared to have been 
altered. The room w#as lighted by a 
amp, on account of the fog. A table, set 
uncheon, stood near the firey ‘ 


pain, swept over Kalph, and his eyes 
filled with tears. When he had brushed 
them away, he saw a man and a woman 
standing on either side of his tather. 
These, he concluded, were Mrs Masters 
and Doctor Nash. Mrs. Masters was 
speaking to the old man ina soothing 
tone. He was evidently in a dificult 
mood. 

“I won't take any more of your medi- 
cines, doctor!” he was saying,in a shrill 
querulous tone. “They always make 
me teel worse! I never telt bad alter 
Allen’s medicines. I've a good mind to 
get him to come up and see me.” 

“There—don't be angry with poor Doc- 
tor Nash!” cried Mrs. Masters, with a 
pleasant laugh. “You sha’n’t have any 
more of his medicines, if I can help it. 
Let me pour you out some wine. And 
try and eat your luncheon. I told cook 
to take special pains to-day. Why, Wil- 
liam, you have torgotten your master’s 
table napkion ! How careless you are!” 

The valet, a dull-looking man, who 
came into the room at this moment, 
seemed a little surprised. 

“IT thought it was there,” he said. ‘I 
will get it.” As he turned away, Mrs. 
Masters took up the wine glass trom the 
table and filled it from the decanter she 
had in her other hand. 

Then, with a swift movement, she drew 
back, and, putting one hand behind the 
old man, held out the glass to Doctor 
Nash, who stoml at the back of the old 
man’s chair. (juickly he dropped part 
ot the contents of the phial into it. 

It was so coolly, so daringly done that 
Ralph, seeing it all, stood motionless, 
the blood seeming frozen in his veins. A 
moment later Mrs. Masters and the doc- 
tor retired, leaving the valet, who had 
returned, to hand the wine to his mas- 
ter, and to wait upon him. 

For a moment Kalph hesitated. His 
sudden appearance might kill his father. 
But it must be risked. 

At that moment Mr. Gilbert sent the 
valet trom the room. 

Ralph telt that he must show himself 
now, so he pushed the door wide open. 

“Father!” he cried, scarcely knowing 
in his anxiety and remorse whether he 
speke or not. All the hardness and bit- 
terness had gone, and there was only the 
old affection between them. The old 
man heard the sound, and, turning, saw 
the tall figure of his son emerging from 
the secret passage, as he had so often 
seen itin the days long past. Then he 
stumbled to his feet. 

“Father, can you forgive me?” the 
young man murmured, tears streaming 
down his cheeks. 

The old man stretched out his hands, 
and tather and son were reconciled, 

e : oe o @ 

So the dream had a strange tulfilment. 
Atleast Kalph always believed that it 
was the dream that had prevented the 
commission of the crime, and he always 
believed too that but tor Kunice he would 
never have had the warning. 

It was her passionate longing for him 
tocome which had awakened an answer- 
ing echo in his own heart. When the 
news ot the reconciliation spread through 
the house, Jor. Nash hurried away, tak- 
ing the first train to London. Mrs. Mas- 
ters tried to brazen the matter out; but, 
confronted with the wine-glass, she was 
utterly crushed. 

Neither she northe Doctor was brought 
to justice. For the sake of Eunice, the 
mother was torgiven. Hut the 
craven at heart, did not wait to see what 


Doctor, a 


his tate was to be, but committed suicide, 
kunice went her mother, al- 
though Mr. ¢silbert offered to provide for 


away with 


her. 

Mrs. Masters never recovered trom the 
shock and mortification of her dis- 
covered guilt. She tretted and chafed 


against the secluded lite she was com- 
pelled to lead. And one day she was 
found dead in her bed. 
Old Mr. Gilbert is 
reigns at Bellenden 
name of his wife ix Funice. 
It required long and patient wooing to 


Ralph 
the 


dead too. 


Manor, and 


gain her consent, for thany years 
elapsed before she would overlook the 
crime of which her mother had been 


nearly guilty. 
em com 
The possibilities of paper as a material 
displayed ata 


tor costumes were fully 


dinner recently given in Varis by a 
hostess who each year yives a yastro 
nomic entertainment, which is one ot the 

t vents of the season. Phis year 


greatent ¢ 
all the guests were asked 1f tiie 


apererr at 


7 


Scientific and Useful. 





CLEANING AND POLISHING STOVES, 
Mix finely-powdered black-lead to a 
paste with waterin which asmall amount 
ot glue has been dissolved. 

ELectric Lamps.-The bulb of an 
electric lamp should never be inclosed 
in any ftabric. If wrapred in tissue 
paper so that no air can pass between it 
and the glass, the paper will seon be on 
fire. 

Ttes.— Paper tiles are said to have 
numerous advantages over the ordinary 
ones, being lighter, harder, and also im- 
pervious to damp. Furthermore, they 
are non-conductors ot heat and sound, 
and look better than the old kind. 

LIBRARY SHELVES.—(Cilass library 

shelves have recen‘ly been introduced in 
France. The edges are rounded. The 
glass is nearly inflexible, which gives it 
greatad vantage over wood. Ita strength 
has 'een proved. It is more easily kept 
clean than other shelving. The appear- 
ance of the library is greatly enhanced, 
The book people who have used it are 
enthusiastic, 
This name has been 
given by a French inventor to a new 
building stone obtained by him from 
broken glass. The glass— broken bottles, 
window panes, etc.--is reduced to pow- 
der, different kinds are mixed if varie- 
gated color is desired, and the pulverized 
devitritied by passing suc- 
through two = turnaces, the 
second being one of high temperature, 
The pasty mass is then passed undera 
press, which gives it shape and = con- 
sistence, 


CERAMIC STONES. 


miaterial is 
cossively 


KLectTRiC Lrons. The use of electric- 
ally heated irons in laundries, shirt 
factories and other places where a con- 
siderable amount of ironing is done, is 
said to be yenerally appreciated as a 
great improvement on the old system of 
gas heating. Two irons are used as a 
rule, no time being lost in work, other 
than prossing, and in summer, with the 
gas, the atmosphere of a pressing room 
becomes almost insufferable. The only 
remedy tor this overheating seems to be 
electric irons, and itis a remedy that is 
being wisely considered. 
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Farm and Garden. 





BaunLk IN Horses. If your horse 
baulks, do not lose your patience and 
commence to whip. Adjust his collar, 
pick up his foot and make him believe 
you are doing something for him, and 
usually he will forget to baulk. 

WARMTH, Sudden changes in the 
temperature materially affect the flow of 
milk. Kivery ftarmer has how 
much the tlow of milk has diminished 
when the weather suddenly turns cold at 
should see to it 


neticed 


night. ‘Therefore we 
that the cows are protected trom sudden 
changes in the weather. 

Horsbsntors. An 
has patented a simple arrangement by 
which two blocks of eork 
curely clamped into an ordinary horse- 
The cork, it 
long as the shoe itselt, 
frosty 


ingenious Belgian 
can be s@- 


is claimed, lasts as 
slipepeiry 


shoe. 
renders 
pavetnients binipaos- 


ligelitt 


on greasy or 


Kibble, and makes “*preinye”’ and 


easy. 
the 
to a 


DEHOKRNING. An exchange vives 
following tor dehorning calves 
druy store, yet a stick of catstie 
Put it in a bottle cork 
When ten 
around the stick of 


feo 
potash. 
tivht till 
days old, 
potash 


and 
needed, call is 
Wrapa ray 
to protect your hands , 
buttons, and 
ly. {uly 
are olf, tho tore. 

ealt 
titne, 


calf, 
apply 
until 
Avoid 
cent 


secure the 
clip hair over horn 

the horn on 
hide 


Keep 


potash on 
hair 
any water. 
and = fitteen 
judgment, nake a miuley of any calt. 
Te1....-—-*Thhe 


liorse 


and 
dry. (ne 


trdrtites with proud 


W HRINKLES popular idea 
that the aye ota 
told by 
veterinary surgeon, 
After thie ‘ ghth 


has no more new teeth, 


ean always be 
teeth,” 


“js mot entirely 


looking at his ~aid a 
eor 
the horse 
the tooth 


aye ota 


year 
~« that 


ling the 


reet, 


method is useless for tel 
than «1 


horse which is) more yhit years 


old. 


ple te, however, aw rnin 


As soon as the set teerthi im Coot 


pear on the ipper ie 














































































THE 






ee A ae 
pe: FOUNDED, A.BI82! 


WreEKLY AT #2 AkcH ST 


PHILADELPHIA, SEPT. su7. 


PE ERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 


[IN ADVANCE.) 
1 Copy One Year ro) 
2 Copies (ne Year fm) 
4 Copies Cine Year, and (ne to getter-ap 
“oD 


of Ciub 
Additions to Clut# can be made at any Ume 


during the yeur at satine rute 


It is not required that a jDmembersofa Club 
tbe mt Lhe marie pomtoltior 

Hermit ty Dostofice 
Check or Keg Letter 

LDV RR TISING PL RNISHED ON AP 
PLICATION 

Address all letters to 


money order, liraft, 
stered 


HATES 





DHE SATURDAY EVENING Post, 
PuILADELYHIA, Pa. 
Un Soclability. 

If « liability is not one of the higgh- 
eat of the virtues, itis certainly one of 
the pleasantest, and it hides mieore 
faults toman and makes us forgive 

ty more weaknesses than would many 
a ate jiaaiit f severest aspect 
We ariticot tie is you mOEt pole 

i hearts for the pecpie Ww ire ary 
tis ewill Anidthen, as aruie, the so 
ciubee tae titis t s wmttractive juiality 
through being liitmaself syiog athiets 
“onal tv ustiallv gidieates a certain 

irveness f ititerest the desire to 
enter, mat least stiperticmly, states Obie 


thoughts and pleasures of others, 


ee Coreh peat ‘ dl 


breadth of 


whether that desire be 


by depth of experience and 


nformiation, or tet sociability os an 
tayonistic to seltishmess, Dt as am easy 
yolng virtie which need mot reach 
anv hero hemht, but which never 
theless as exceedingly attractive, ‘"lN 


able.’ and humanizing 
' 
Lhe boagrbves cotie wens oon the socal 
mecsaler, Ubae more restricted does se 


ome, Untilait is practioally 


Much of the 


aoxcretVY is in 


chabalits bene 


hoon eNxpstent convention 


that dias prow thy oan 


evitable and useful) Ttas a product of 


eV eal Roctety, and cunmnet be dh 
yvorced frome at A common levelling 
aticd thie breaking down of all socal 
barriers uid only mewn a temporary 


fers ment, Which would quickly de 
‘ | eon ‘ rites a condition ff 
{« betat { freon that white we 
‘ }" ‘ ‘ An fividtual tas 
bo pert bhevooses tars cor queer 
frie Is atid W not sav that itis 
thie buat { ‘ puartietbiar lity \ 
pelaeand po { { Vocopeeth tits Thentase 
to those wit vhicn s ordinary walks 
{ { a ud tittn t isscncpate 
boiit ii Wat to the advantage of 
ety at e that there should be a 

| Phiere ire 

i ti Is 
tal were is radial 

t this lies of s ‘ t\ 

( “ the 8 t suas 

Wwe i { s { frie 1 
. | eis bistele peri (pos eS OMSL 
pritnpace Ih ‘ itispect relies 
| i 1 ~{ ; eh Bi = i { iy I ‘ 
ti s pers QiitV foefoore fie s ud 
tend ft fan irity It is ne ross 
thie Kitassian ft tier eotie tiitust 
hiave We i) rt duly attested before 
eis admitted - eoadopt a freer 
speitiaiil cd admit pract tiveevery 
tra ‘ it bh KS it their yates 
Lhev gece) nian t s face and d 
3 h | slaving f isk fir tis 

«tf \ taf ‘ tak i’ his i { \ 
bt t be ‘ s 8 ex 

. i 1 thie . = | 
Nv ‘ i 


man in the aggregate, and, moreover, 


they want to examine a stranger § 


hand before grasping it, to see that it 
m@ not soiled by some oct upations that 
their conle talm nos The y will not trust 


hemselves to make a free choice of 
friends, but appeal, as it were, to those 
who are on the roll of the aocial-elect, 
to see uf they will sanction the new ac 
quaintance. Their sociability is well 
defined and closely limited; and they 
miss half the pleasure gained by those 
hither and thither, making 


friends and acquaintances where they 


who rove 
will, and regarding no one as too wide 
of the mark to possess the possibilities 
of interesting occasional compantion- 
Stilpp 

It is not that the poor are intuitively 
the rich, but that 


the quality in the rich is more hedged 


ire men iable than 


altwout bey convention, by etiquette, and 


the unwritten laws of caste. doth for 
heir own sake and for the sake of 
others many members of the upper 
classes would often like to have more 
freedom in their companionships 
Phey have however to look at their 
ife all round, and they discover that 
the law which sets them on a procle stal 
demands many sacrifices Exclusive 
ness is not so much their pleasure as 


attitude which 


pedestal hx 


their protection-——the 
the 


lem per 


keeps them on 


must sociability to 


but, 


ped eney 
some extent everywhere; while 
the expediency of the aristocrat 1s nar- 
that of the artisan is so wide that 


ditheult to see. 


row 


its boundaries are 


The true soul of sociability is) to 
stand in such relation to the socrety in 
which one tinds oneself that for the 


time being, at any rate-— there may be 
a feeling of equality, or that the feel- 
not be awak- 


ing of inequality may 


ened. Interests are so wide and varied 
they miuat ¢ hop upsocrety into sections 
toa large degree; but outside the pre 
dominant interests of each there 
should be a 
with all the 
broad 


others and 


Thin 
sense of life in) common 
race, hy cultivating this 
sociability we give pleasure to 
reapoan abundant satisfac 
tion from the widening of our lives. 


The sociable man is generally either 


amiable or has a care for littl: things 
Phe blaff individualist, rejoreing in 
his individuality, will) ask, ‘Whi 
should T trouble myself to be yracious 
or entertaining when all [want is to 
be left alone and not be bored If it 
suits his whim to be silent, he will be 


silent, no matter who is made uneom 
fortabole He has a contempt for the 
niceties of conduct so far as his own 
tions are coneerned The bluff in 
dividualist is by these habits of thought 
placed among the most unsocial of 
men. If he saw the part which the 
} hiections of others ought te play 
s life, he would realize that the 
swagger of his own individuality is a 
ich meaner thing than the amiable 
nan s desire to please and be sociable 


Which he affects to despise. 


Phe stern, grand, lonely men, who 
fight their own battle, stand in their 
whoostrength, and compel human 
homage, have always extorted the loud 
est chorus of admiration; but there is 
1 constant mereyvo in our midst for 


which we should give more frequent 
with us in the 


ind accommodating men 


tks it 1s form of 


ind women who give life its hourly 
smoothness, who entice us out of our 
gleam by their sunniness of spirit, 
“ loricate the creaking wheels of 
futv with their ‘‘oil of gladness’’-—the 
s ible men and women who bring us 

rele of fe ws and insist 


S uw I na rary 
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there is a scientific aspect in the habit 
‘‘Perfect health,’’ he says, 
content of 


of nagging 
‘has, as one of its factors, 
mind. A nervous man or woman who 
is anxious, discontented, gloomy, dis- 
satisfied, worried from any cause, Can- 
not enjoy gol health This mental 
turmoil produces as One of its primary 
effects on the body an inability to di- 
gest food propery The blood which 
should supply the force necessary for 
the function of digestion is continually 
drawn away from the stomach by the 
the brain, and the 
woman who nags suffers. While there 


be those whose tende ney to lay on fat 


excitement in 


is 80 great that nothing will stop it, a 
nagging man or woman is generally 
Their habit of mind has par- 
tially starved their bodies.”’ 


thin. 


Tee is something appalling in the 
thought of the 
on the earth as the race progresses— 


vast increase of fears 


the anxiety of parents, of rulers, of 
the custodians of treasure, of the own- 
ers of paintings and costly treasures, 
the shudder of the possessor of piled- 
up little 


outery, the moral 


investments at every social 
apprehension of the 
good who realize the growing evils of 
thie What a 


round the world with the fall of night 


trembling 


times goes 
what worry and pang of dread as 


man’s being ripens, and he can be 


more hurt or destrove d' 
by the instrumentality of literature 
the 


nourishment 


roam in search of 
the 
while stern duty chains the jaded body 
to the duties of the home 


routine, 


mind may 


over whole world, 
mechanical 
(nfortunately however it is 
the tendency of the former to linger 
the 

with 


latter. 
the 
outward and 


behind = in with 
Without 
outside world, 
the 


grow dull. 


company 
friction 
both the 
polish of 


frequent 


inward an individual 


THbke is nothing so exacting in its 


demands nor so serious in its obliga- 


tions as perfect freedom. It has a joy 
of its own, but net of the giddy and 
kine. 


choices to be made, decisions to form, 


careless There are continual 
undertakings to aecept or refuse, ac- 
tions to perform or leave undone, all 
fraught with consequences more or less 
Important and far-reaching. Wherever 


authority is absent, responeibility is 
present and in the same proportion, 


Thosk who have enough individu- 
ality to think earnestly and deeply for 
themselves tind in that Very ¢ xercise a 
They 


may share it with others and it may be 


happiness that is all their own 


heightened by sympathy, but it cannot 


be taken away topens a refuge from 


many troubles and helps one to bear 


many burdens 


To-pay is never as vesterday; we 
ourselves change How can our works 
and thoughts, if they are always to be 
the fittest, continue always the same? 
Change indeed is painful vet ever need- 
ful; and, if memory has its force and 
worth, so also has hope 


is so short that but litth 


Lint 


accomplished without a careful 


can be 
hus- 
what there is of it. 


bandry of Two 


hours in the morning and two in the 


will 


single 8ea- 


evening devoted daly to study 


make a wide difference in a 


son 

Tr} iH annot die t passes from 
mind to n mparting light in its 
progress, and - wing its 
Ww t ss ~ 
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Correspondence. 





PERPLEX ED,.—“ Fiasco” means a bottle 
or flask. When the Italian glassblower. 


de- 
tected flaws in the vase they were bi. ng 
they made an ordinary bottle of the faliure 


and hence the name. 


Kk. H.—The “Monroe” doctrine is t)j« 
that the United States of America wij! a 
allow any European Power to colon). or 
conquer any portion of the American con. 
tinent, or, “To establish a controlling 
fluence over the interests or destiny of 
government of this continent.” 


in- 
any 


ARIADNE.—St. Veronica grew out of 
“he handkerchief presented to Our Lord on 
his way to Calvary, upon which be wiped his 
hot and bleeding brow. They who made the 
legend say that the handkerchief took an 
impress of the Divine face. Hence, Saint 
Veronica, now exalted into a beautiful lady, 
is painted with a mask in ber hand. 


A. Z.—Although the impression is very 
wide-spread that a human body is heavier 
after than before death, there s no ground 
for the belief, which probably originated 
from the fact that even the weakest living 
person clings, in some degree, to anyone who 
attempts to carry him, and so is more easily 
borne than a corpse. 


INTERESTED.—The contemporary Ag- 
nostic believes in nothing that cannot 
monstrated. 


be de- 
He does not go the length of 


aflirming a negative, but regards the un- 
known as unknowable, and, if not alto. 
gether non-existent, unimportant. Agnos 


ticism in the modern sense cannot be defined 
as a system of belief, but rather one of form- 
ulated unbelief. 


Ciutat.—The term, Jager, huntsman, is 
applied in Germany to the armed servants, 
who ride out with their masters, or sit beside 
the coachman on the box, a8 you may have 
seen when looking at the carriage of a foreign 
ambassador, and is equivalent to a carriage 
footiman, ‘Lhe Kifles are aiso called Jager, 
and the costume of these German armed 
servants, the green bhunting-dress, is the 
Original type of the rifle uniform. It is 
every way equivalent to the French word, 
Chasseur. 


EXAUDIO.—Objective and = subjective 
ure two termns Opposed to each other. The 
first is applied to things separate from the 
mind and considered as the objects. The 
second, to the internal states and feelings of 
the mind, its subjects. One paints things 
from without; the other, from within. Sub 
jective truth is that which is verified by con- 
sciousness; Objective truth, or reality, that 
which results from the nature of things. To 
do good is pleasant (subjective). An apple 
is round (objective). 


Bb. L. (i.— Buildings may be made safe 
by properly-tixed lightning-conductors; but 
some so-called conductors are a source ot 
danger, as they attract the lightning but do 
not pass it along to the earth; they become 
therefore lightning accumulators. Ligbt- 
ning-rods should invariably be erected by 
men who have scientific Knowledge. You 
probably know that a iightning-conductor is 
not only at work when storms are overhead, 
but that it often prevents thunder by 
lapping the electricity in the 
conveying it to the earth in 
stream, 


ReGtk.— Pardon us if we say that your 
talk about a girl-triend is sad folly. Just ask 
yourself Why any girl shouitd become so com- 
pletely absorbed in her devotion to you. Is 
it natural? Is it reasonable? Your desire 
is as Unreal as crying for the moon would be. 
If you are sweet, sincere, and unselfish, »ou 
are perfectly certain to find plenty of triends, 
they will come to you because they can ad- 
mireand trust you. Butit would be selfish 
of you to wish to monopolise all the thoug its 


quietuly 
clouds and 


a continuous 


and affections of any one of them; you ought 
not to wish it; and, if you do wish if, sou 
will not get what you wish, but wil! 1 


yourself disappointed in your extravacant 


demand. It is the habit of some girls to 
gush Over each other, as you would like e 
gushed over; but there is a large element of 
sentimental nonsense in the process. Try to 


think about yourself and your friends t 
fully and reasonably. The most satis! “ 
trust of those around us does not 
in the form of outpourings of jealous = 11 


show itsclf 


ment. Now is your time te be bappy 9 od 
contented while you have youth, leisure, 1 
Ireedom. 

A. B.—We would not have it taker 4s 


an argument for cruelty but the who. of 
this question has been often debated, i 
now all nen seem to fairly believe that oe 

e 


lower the organization, the less acutl: 


pain; that is, that pain depends upon a 
organization and irritability of meryve. >? 
far as we can judge by analogy, the! e 
has little or no pain. He will live tor s 
with a pin through him; so wecans a 
pin through our dead and cold searf sk r 
through a muscle denuded of skin, wit { 
pain. A jelly fish probably does not 


pain, for pain with man is a warning a 

aid which that fish does not need. A 

will hold on toa thing till it pulls its ow 5 

ol. A wasp cutin half, 

still maintains its hold, and eats on 
ites with 


nen ands 


while eating 


only its body and w : 


separated fron 
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HARVEST-1TIME. 
RY pe K. ¢. 


Is of spring have passed to summer 
we;rs, 

owers of summer into autumn fruit; 

hang the golden-freighted bowers; 
hends bend low beneath Love's linger- 

v foot 

rd is love: and lo! His foot is here; 

. wavs are seeret, like the bidden seed: 

n perfect lower and ripened ear, 
know His ways are ways of Love in- 
feed ! 

. Hix smile that gave the sunshine birth, 
~hadow was the brooding of His wing: 
o! from sun and shade, the teeming 


earth, 
ened by Him for man’s rich harvest- 
the wide-leaved Dlossoms of your truth, 
sod planted seeds of immortality ! 
th cannot crush you with his cruel foot; 
liot, sheltered by the shadow of His wing, 
seed shall pass to flower, and flower to 
fruit, 


pened by Death for God's grand harvest- 





Died in Harness. 





RY RB. F. 

rol may live ten, twenty, thirty 
years yet—with care. But any 
sudden shock, any excessive ex- 

mn, Will be the death of you.” 
he man--he was a young man, as 
irs go, two or three and thirty—halted 
street outside the doctor’s house, 
lulanced back, with aw odd, calm in- 
ness ot look and attitude, at the 
wire-blinded windows, behind 

vioch the words had been spoken. 

What was it the doctor had said? He 
pressed his hand to his forehead and 
repeated the brief curt, briskly-spoken 
phrases over and over again to him- 

at tirst with nothing beyond the 
ivue dull iteration of a man seeking to 
press upon his memory something 

it he would net let slip; then witha 
~iiden eager consciousness that the 
polnt in question was his own aflair, in- 
tinately connected with himself, bound 

» with his very life; finaily, with an 
ever increasing sense of wild, intoxicat- 
nue delight. 

Delight, nothing less. For the man 

is one of those to whom the thought ot 

ong-deterred, slow, possibly linger- 
death is nething short of unremit- 

\ torture, 
lt had been always se with him. Since 
irliest days of his recollections, trom 
lhe tine that he, a bey of ten, had lain 
i rug betore the library tire in his 
ors house, intent on  Kingsley’s 
est romance, when the words, “a 
death, a cow’s death,” had first 
ly their meaning clear to him, the 


it ot a long delayed, lingering 
had been his dread. 
r, When the library and all im- 
hereby had vanished into the far- 
y Vistas of the past; had gone 
» form partet that phantom gal- 
t shadowy reeolleetions which 
Vy stores uptor every one otf us, 
tn Which, now and again, she lifts 
ist-covered draperies of the shroud- 
irs to bring to our wondering, 
recognizing eyes one glimpse of 
y ago, it had been just the same. 
haunting thought of the failing 
ot body and mind, the dread ot 
rhimselt passed and distanced in 
e, compelled te quit the busy, 
{highway ter the lonely seclu- 
some retreat to lie down and die 
yrownh upem him; and as week 
ch, day by day, he slipped lower 
the social ladder and, wearied and 
edo by the werld’s incessant but!- 
felt his vielding fingers loosen 
crip perceptibiv; bringing him 
ind nearer to the hideous, hope- 
igh at his feet, the idea of a lonely 
of an end without hope or cheer, 
reased to a veritable waking 
ire. 
is one of these on whom the in- 
yo pessimisms of these last de- 
tLiaidan irresistible grasp. In 
re Was ho vestige of the bright, 
t optimism which sees in evil 


miatrixn of the geome, the dross 


ust be burnt away to bring to 
1 leave visible the pure and 
S 
ind’ the suf ng. the terror 
is t t ntenmnse peat - | ‘ 





crowd sweep over him in the breathless 
race tor wealth and tame, had grown to 
be part of his life. 

And now that dread was past, that 
terror removed. Come soon or come late 
the end itselt would be short, of that be 
was certain. 

Lite had not showed itself to be such a 
tlower-besprinkled pathway as to put 
beyond question the possibility of a sud- 
den shock coming to him: and he turnel 
away from the doctor’s house a doomed, 
yet thankful man, the words that would 
have struck cold terror to the hearts ot 
most men bringing only joy to his. 

He turned away out of the less noisy 
street to tind himself in the very centre 
ot the seething whirlpool of lite. 

A tew paces distant, across the crowded 
thoroughtare, a small crowd caught his 
attention. The incident causing it was 
no uncommon one, only a horse down 
in the shafts of a hansom. 

But when the harness had been slack- 
ened, and the bystanders, drawing back, 
had cleared aspace to allow the pros- 


trate brute to rise, the inducements of 


word and whip alike tailed to produce 


effort or movement, and a murmur of 


astonishment went round among the on- 
lookers, 

The horse was dead. There he lay in 
the sunlight, stark and gaunt, the glaz- 
ing eye turned up to the blue heaven, the 
breeze ruffling the glossy mane, but 
dead, dead, dead! 

Even the careless onlookers, rendered 
callous by the trequent occurrence of ac- 
cidents of this nature, were touched by 
the somewhat uncommon ending to the 
one betore them. 

“Hang meif I kKnow’'d there was any- 
thing amiss wi’ ’im,’’? Despard heard the 
driver say with that peculiar resentful 
intonation by which some natures are 
wont to express their railings against 
tate. 

“Took his feed like a Christian, he did, 
this very mornin’. Two hundred the 
boss give for him three months come 
Monday, and he was the best ‘oss in the 
lot. An’ what’s he wuth now? Cat's 
meat !”’ 

He gave the carcass a half-contempt- 
uous, half-pitying kick as he spoke. 

“Died in harness, he has, poor brute, 
at any rate,” Despard heard another man 
say, Who seemed capable ot recognizing 
and looking at the secondary aspect ot 
things. 

“Ah, justso. Wery tine tor you to 
talk, as ain't got to make your living by 
"im,”’ retorted the driver viciously. 

“Dying in ’arnpess may sound wery 
well, but it’s live brutes we wants here, 
not dead uns. Them’s the ones ter our 
money. Nice job tor me to’ave to tell 
the boss as the Doctor's dropped a dead 
crop in the shatts, ain't it? Died in 
’arness! Garn!’ he wound up with a 
snarl, 

Despard turned and walked away. 
But the words he had heard haunted 
him: somehow he could not wet them out 
ot his head. 

“Died in harness,” he muttered te hin,- 
self. “It’s the best death atter all. Well, 
I’ve neither asked nor received a great 
deal in life, and this one thing tay be 
granted me, who knows? May adeathin 
harness be the one for me!’ 

A manis madeor marred by the wo- 
man he marries, so runs the saying, and 
the tormer had been the case With Paul 
Despard., 

It would almost have seemed that Fate 
had in a sense relented, had decreed that 
since his days were in a way nhum- 
bered, they should atall events ghi le 
away in peace, that before the eventide 
it should be light. 

Things had become easier tor him ot 
late; the billows of lite had ceased te 
vive him such rude butlets, he had get 
into smoother water, and, like every 
other mortal at least once in this world, 
he had known what it was to be happy. 

Asalover, he had learned what joys 
meant: happiness, When he tound him- 
selta husband; but the meaning of tless- 
edness never came to him until he Knew 
he was a tathber, and realized that the 
frail, helpless intant in his wile’s arms 
was a possession Which every law ol trem 
and man alike declared to belong to 
these two of them alone. 

There was something to live for now, 
something to think and work tor witl 
every Waking morning; to rey 
with thankful gratitude 


evening. 


Life yas no nyer uy ‘ ° 
' r thee 4 ta VV 
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way home. He had fully a mile to walk 
trom the outskirts of the town betore 
the welcoming light of his little cottage 
shone out suddenly as he rounded the 
angle of the hill, bevond which, not a 
quarter ot a mile distant, the railway 
embankment broke the formerly level 
line of the horizon. 

Ithad been an unsightly object ones, 
this embankment, an ugly upheaval of 
debris, of scattered fragments in the 
midst of the tair and smiling landscape, 
but less so now, for Nature is long-suf- 
fering, and speedily things a veil ot ten 
derest green over the unsightly sears 
with which her ungrateful children se 
often repay her bounties to themselves. 

Hle walked as briskly as the wind 
would let him, whistling cheerily to 
himself, tor his thoughts were bright 
ones, 

Those who remembered seeing and 
speaking to him that night testified later 
that they had never seen him in better 
spirits, and his buoyant **¢ toad night” as 
he lett the office lived long atterwards in 
the memory of the doorkeeper. 

“Puir lad, I doot he was tey,” the old 
Seot would add, with ashake of the 
head, when recalling to interested list- 
eners the incidents ot that never to-be- 
forgotten night. 

Ere long Despard had left the town be 
hind, and entered the more open coun- 
try. He loved tresh air and = ftreedenn, 
and willingly accepted the long walk 
backwards and torwards to his work, for 
the sake of the sense of space and = the 
pure breath of the rushing wind round 
his cottage home. 

There was wind enough abroad to 
night. Even in the town slates and 
chimney-pots had been unceremoniously 
dislodged, and hoardings that had stowed 
the stress of last winter’s storms had 
succumbed at last. Outin the country, 
with little available protection, and nme 
shelter of any kind, things were even 
worse, 

Hard work struggling along in the 
teeth of the gale, with what sounded like 
the strife of the powers of the air raging 
in the tormented tree-tops above him, as 
with bent head and shoulders bowed be- 
fore the storm, he torced his way toward 
his home. 

Dangerous work, too, for the oaks were 
yet heavy with leaves, and offered resist- 
ance to the progress of the storm, to their 
own destruction. 

“Ah! He stopped dead, with a sud 
den tightening of the breath. IHlalt a 
dozen steps in the rear a huge tree, 
torn by the roots from: its stronghold, 
had gone crashing eastwards, and the 
force of the concussion had well-nigh 
deatened hin. 

“A near shave for me,” muttered Paul, 
witha quick-drawn breath of thanktul 


reliet, as he braced himself ones mnore te 
toree his way forward. 

Ahead of him lay the village, distant 
atmile orso beyond the spot he was ay 
proaching, a deep gully parting twe 
opposing shoulders of high > greownd and 
spanned by the piles of an antiguatedl 


Wooden Virnduet, 


Corre pesigeht brave feareteed theat scores 
huge unknown tiouster, beside wl 
the most vigantic reptile ev Lestngeitay 


prehistoric periods would have appeared 
dwarted a thousand tines, had cheoser 
that lonely deserted spot letween t 
twoopposing hills tor a grave, and t 
thie eaureass, slowly deeaving, had ‘ 
the enormous backbome alone - 

he shape of the gigantic sheletear ‘ 


‘panning the valley betweoer 


“The old bridge w teel the stro t 
night,” thought Dresxpard, arc be Sa 
right. 

Contined inthe narrow gully betwee 
the challenging outposts «of rem nw thee 
Wind swept to meet bins with the teres 
ofa hurricane. 

It tairly litted bin ornee, it drove bh 
back again and again, and tew poast hin 


shrieking im tritumagele ite bits tarigeling 


lk. Phivsieallyw, tuar 


ears; but that was a 
may be atthe merey of wited amd wave 
vet he takes them im tues 


puppets of his will. 


“There poes another tree tte 
Paul, as aerash that shook the yp 
sounded again in his ears 

Was ita tree, though? N 
tree of any size yrew in suet ee | 
" vt thie ail t le 

~t ‘ 4 ever ‘ 
' he nek te 
‘ 
‘ 
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barrier like that inthe path of bis former 
unchecked triumphs. 

“Revenge! revenge!’ shrieked the 
Wind Spirit, tearing frantically at the 
piles of the still standing piers. “Ha! 
ha’? if ix close at hand, it is coming 
bearer A hundred lives are mine to 
night.” 

“Are they?” Paul Despard said be 
tweenm hes teeth, answering the quick 
SHeoressteniof thoughts tlashing through 
his brain, “Not this time!’ 

A bard struggle. and tor him a terri- 
ble strain, wrestling with the storm, 
Hhghting against it in the endeavor to 
climb the steep embankment and reach 
the outiving signal box that <toed barely 
a steme'’s throw from the viaduet. 

He was gasping when he reached it, 
guidesd by the light which streamed out 
ina reddy Mare tomeet him. It tliekered 
amd waversd strangely to-night, surely. 
But the rush of the wind would account 
teor that. 

“Parkoms '" he shouted with all the 
breath he had lett, but Parsons es idently 
ded met bear, No wonder, in that deafen- 
Img turmealt; amd Despard sprang at the 
deer, It yielded to his wrench, flew 
opet. ated be <texxl in the signal box. 

In mercy sname! had the powers of the 
air teem given their own way to-night’ 
tem the tfheor lay the signalman, uneon 
eres, the beards stained with the blood 
that head cworesd from a ghastly cut on his 
bead. the Caring light of the lamps 
shimtmg om the glass bestrewing the tlhoaor 
treetes the broken casement, which, blown 
im bw the violence of the gale, in itself 
offered all the explanation that was 
trees tend 

Despard looked, understood, and his 
lips tightened curiously as he stepped 
forward amd bentdown over the helpless 
Tham oom the floor of the eabin. Ile had 
his celeste gave bina im Chaat) macment, 
ated be Kmew it. Life and love on the 
one hand on the other, duty and death. 

Yet Momeuasthave been a bitter strug 
gle fer bins’ The dutv of the man, and 
the imstimet of the hustand and father, 
Wagerl sore beattle within hin then. 

Ser little trae was lett, too; the lives of 
a humdrsd passengers in the night ex- 
press hungon the exertions of the next 
few teimetes. and telegraph and signals 
albke were as «a sealed book to him. Yet 
he sind met memain intact, 

The stgmaiman declared = atterwards 
that « taint recelleetion of a voice shout 
regime fees earlina trantic emdeaveor to 
reach and rouse the slumbering can 
seiertesmeess bread conse to bins: and the 
sigms left aneunmd bore their silent wit 


Thess tee thee clesperate attempts rade try 


Lees peared tee mestene the minis senses, bre 
fere. «lesesting trom his truithess en 
tleavers, be steed upto realize that the 
task ated the responsitulity bad) come 
ipene ' pose it ow leonne Vity that tut a 
ne . eldinoits Keeping the pssties 

: : 
ti wi | tie te fight over again, 
=geat the stern resolve bie liad 
tak : eart Ilowever Loud and 
‘ the trumpet call of duty, 
the ‘ trier tip eh ever 
" fteotres With threirs, and 


ete Ulie prerioet at 


ths ‘ tee chimtitegetaisds Chie tan 
aite . il thie talse ated the true. 
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We scoff at faith in these days, faith in 

man at least, and some of us at faith in 
any Higher power. Yet we all have it, 
every one: we prove that every night we 
lie down to rest, eech day that we co 
forth to take our part in the world's 
work. 
», Deepard was man enough to have faith 
in men ; and be gave bie wife and child 
in charge to those whose lives and credit 
be knew he was giving his own life to 
save, as, calling on every energy of mind 
and body tostand by him now, he nerved 
bimeelf to the fetal work, and sped witb 
fiying footeteps along the line. 

And right nobly was the trust re 
sponded to, as the widow and ebild, 
amply provided for by « grateful com- 
pany, could tell in after days. Nay, 
more, the solid structure of brick and 
stone which, in twenty shapely arches, 
now spans the gully between the sister 
hills, will go down to history by the nsme 
of—no longer the Romney —bat the Des 
perd Bridge. 

Half a mile, at the very least, and bare- 
ly seven minutes to do it in! Andall 
the time with the demon wind clutching 
at bim, driving him beck, tearing the 
breath from the pallid lips, shrieking in 
his ears in shrill-voiced, despairing fury, 
as if recognizing ite own impotence be- 
fore the will of a determined man. Could 
be trust bimeelf to carry the work 
through? 

Would the panting, straining beart, 
already taxed to its utmost, hold out long 
enough te enabie him to resch the spot, 
somewhere beyond the dark ness hanging 
over the bare of paraliel stee! that stretch- 
ed like white serpents away abead of bim, 
where, a quarter of a mile outside the 
station, the mext signa! box stood 7? 

The lurid light at last fasbed out across 
the line! To sbout against the wind 
would have been useless, even had he 
not needed al! his breath, had not every 
energy been strained to ite utmost in the 
desperate effort to stave «i! the grip of 
the resistiess fingers that ne could feel 
already clutching at bis heart 

Yet, if will power, the stern determina. 
tion of a resolute purpose could keep 
death at bay till the work was done, it 
should do it now! 

“God! let it not be all in vain,’’ gasped 
Despard as, nerving bimeelf for one last 
effort, he sprang up the stepsof! the signal 
box. 

The roar of the wind had drowned ail 
sound of approaching footsteps, and the 
signalman started and stared at the sud- 
den apperition of a wild storm.tossed 
figure, with ghastly baggard face and 
strained starting eyes. 

“The express! Stop her! 
Bridge down !" 

They were ail the words the biue trem- 
bling lips could falter out, and the speaker 
staggered as he spoke and leant heavily 
against the wall. 

Far in the distance, even through the 
roar of the wind, could be heard the low 
dull thunder of the approaching train. 
“Line clear!’ bad been the last signal 
from the Komney box; and passing 
awiftiy through (the station and leaving 
ite lights behind her, in complete uncon- 
sciousness of the wailing grave yawning 
a mile beyond, the exprees got her steam 
upand gathered speed again for ber swift 
race to the north. 

Nearer avd nearer... and then the 
red danger signal fliasbing out intothe 
darkness, sends a quivering shock pul- 
eating slong the great throbbing line of 
life; and the pessengers, roused and 
startied by the sudden and unlooked for 
siowing, begin to wonder and to question 
at ile cause. 

“We oughbtn’'t to stop here, Jack, ought 
wer’ asked the goidenu-haired bride of 
the honeymoon couple in the car next 
the engine, witb that compiete confidence 
in the omniascience of the young busband 
beside ber, characteristic of the wife of 
twenty-four bours. 

Ay, stroke the golden hair, and smile, 
as you tell ber itis all right You little 
know how those eyes, bow that face, 
which is all the woriu to you now, might 
have looked only one sbort quarter of an 
hour bence. 

And next day, when the news comes to 
you, and you Know the trath, think, as 
you ares man, © yon Weeping widow in 
the lonely cottage by the 
towbom the redemption 
and happiness Bas brought only tears and 

dark 


Romney 


ruined bridge, 


of your love 


eorrow and the griu ebadow of 
Gaeath 
A en 
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m the aK 
lay with tne death ag 


fying Spartans below 
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Winkeiried, bad be been permitted to 
witness the wedge like cleaving of the 
phalanx in which he himeelf had made 
the fret rift—hovered on Despard’s lips 
a8 he listened to the well-known sound, 
and knew that the express was slacken 
ing speed—the smile of aman who has 
seen bis work, and to whom it has been 
given to know that it has been well done. 
Lat the end come now—he had piayed 
bis part. 

“Jim,” he said distinctly, but with a 
strange unearthly ring in his voice, 
‘I've dealt fair by the Co.—tell the Co. 
to desi fair by me. My—my wife...” 

But when the sigoaiman, wondering at 
the sudden silence, looked round to an- 
swer bim, no answer was needed. Of the 
two beneath the roof of that signal box, 
one aione was a living man. Paul 


Despair bad bed bis wish. He bad died 
In harness, 
a ee ae 


A Nightin Paris. 


nY FL. WwW. W. 


ary 18 b, now several years ago, tbat 

1 was married. Allthetwenty years 
of my life had been passed in a quiet 
country Kectory, varied only by a rare 
visit to cousins at Reading, or by a still 
rarer one to the city; and it was while 
staying in the metropolis that 1 met my 
husband, a young Austraiian. Our en- 
gegement wasasbort one, and immedi- 
ately after the wedding we started off on 
a tour through Italy. 

I was such a home bird that, parting 
with all my old associations was a sore 
trial, though I knew it was only for afew 
months, for we were to return to spend 
the summer with my people before leav- 
ing for Australia in the autumn. 

The last farewells were said with many 
teare; it was beart-breaking to have to 
leave all the little ones, all the old people 
in the cottages, whom I had visited week 
by week—to part for ever with my Sun- 
day-echoo! class, to play for the last time 
on the organ which had been the joy and 
pride of my beart; and, if Robert had 
not been one of the best tempered men, 
he would have become disgusted with 
me. 

When we had really left home behind 
us however, my spirits revived; the 
change of scene was delightful after so 
quiet a life. My honeymoon was a most 
happy one, my husband was devoted to 
me, and, I believed, loved me as deeply 
as | loved hi:n. 

Mill it was with ao thrill of pleasure 
that I heard from him that be bad re- 
ceived a letter summoning bim back on 
important business some weeks sooner 
than we had anticipated. He was greatly 
disappointed, for Rome was still un- 
visited—and be bad been most anxious 
to see it thoroughly, and also to pass a 
few days in Paris, which had always 
been the ambition of my life. 

“Never mind, Trixy,’’ said Bob; ‘if 
we do bave to give uj Kome, we wi!! see 
something of Paris.’’ 

We were then staying at Florence, 
and, after much discussion, we deeided 
that we would contrive to visit both 
cities, if only fora day or two. I was a 
capital traveler, was never tired, aad 
able to sieep in a railway car as well as 
if on the softest bed; and, as for Bob, he 
was never 80 bappy a8 when we were 
rushing from place to place; so neither of 
us feared the extra journeying. 

When we reached Kome, we found it 
impossible to tear ourselves away from 
it, there was 80 much to be seen; and so 
there we loitered, rejoicing in all the 
past glories of that most glorious of all 
Italian cities, till a telegram from 
Robert's London lawyer, urging his re. 
turn, once more hastened our departure, 

For the first part of our journey 
Robert was engrossed in bis Bradshaw, 
always @ source Of great perplexity to 
both of us To me this home journey 
was delightfal, and, leaving Bob to bis 
book, I amused myself with picturing 
what delight my letter announcing our 
return would bring to the dear old home 
—how mother would busy herself in ar- 
ranging the spare room, how thechildren 
be wandering off to see if the 
Lent lilies were out in the long meadows, 
and, if 80, bow they would fill the big 
baskets with their golden treasures, and 
home to deck the house with 


| was on wy twentieth birthdsy, Janu- 


would 


carry (them 


' er \ we 


lat ot my fa 


hante: and i knew that the even 


ing service | should hear 


iring 
the bymn we 


all loved best, “A Day’s March Nearer 
Home.”’ 

“Trixy,”’ said Bob, suddenly breaking 
in upon my happy dreame, ‘come over 
here! See—we shal! arrive at Turin at 
8.45, sleep there, and go on to Paris the 
following morning. After our arrival 
we will take the luggage straight off to 
the Northern, and can spend the whole 
day sight-seeing, 'eaving by the night- 
mail.”’ 

I did my best to follow bis finger as he 
pointed out the figures in the closely- 
printed columns, and obediently nodded 
my head as he read them oat to me. 

At that moment the train reached s 
station, and the car, which we bed bad 
almost to ourselves, was quickly filled, 
priest taking the corner I had vacated 
when 1 crossed over to study the 
‘‘mystery of mysteries’’ with Bob. 

Tbis man at once held up my purse 
and handkerchief, which, as usual, | had 
left bebind me. Bob frequently deciared 
that, whenever I left the table at hotel or 
restaurant, the waiters always bad torun 
after me with my purse. 

After thanking the priest, Bob took it 
and laughingly put it into his pocket, 
saying that I should nave no further use 
for it on my journey, otherwise it was 
sure to be lett behind when we changed 
carriages. 

We journeyed on without meeting 
with any adventures, and in due time 
found ourselves in Paris. It was a day 
never to be forgotten. 

To see the places I bad longed to see 
all my life was an unbounded delight ; 
but what pleased memostof all wasa 
visit to the Palais-Royal, where I spent 
some time in choosing presents for the 
children and for my old vililage-friends 
at home, 

The next day passed only too quickly ; 
and now all that remained was for us to 
bave dinner and tben journey onwards 
once more, Yes, in another twenty four 
hours we should be at home—at home in 
the dear old Rectory ; lshould feel once 
more the loving kisses of father, of 
mother, and of the darling little brothers 
and sisters whom I had nursed and 
taught till only a short time before. 

Oh, the joy of turning to mother, and 
of telling ber of my happiness, of the 
goodness of my husband, and of letting 
her know that the stranger I knew she 
had mistrusted because be wasa stranger 
had proved to be one of the kindest men 
that ever lived ! 

We turned into a restaurant off the 
Palais Royal; and if I live to be a hundred 
years old, I shall never forget the slight- 
est detail of those rooms. The walis, 
gaily decorated with alternate pacels of 
paintings and mirrors, the many tables 
with theirsnowy clotheand shining silver 
are ever before me, 

At the table next to ours wasa family 
party, consisting of a motber, father, and 
two children—such spoiled, over in- 
dulged, over-dressed children, yet whom, 
for the sake of the little ones who were 
waiting for me, I watched with tender- 
ness and loving interest. 

Our dinner was ended at last and our 
bill paid. 

‘It is terribly cold to-night, Trix,” said 
Bob; ‘‘you bad better have some hot 
coffee the inst thimg before starting. 
While you are drinking it I will g0 and 
find a carriage.”’ 

He ordered my coffee, and then I 
watched him, my tall, handsome, loving 
young husband go through the swing- 
door into the brilliantly-lighted street, 
beyond. I sipped my very hot coftee, 
fearing I shouid not have finished it be- 
fore he was back. 

My cup was emptied very slowly, I 
knew, and Bob had not returned. New- 
comers began to arrive, and I felt that 
more than one rude stare was given 
to mé, a young English girl sitting aione 
in these now crowded rooms. | would 
mot let myself grow nervous Bob was 
anxious, | thought, to find a good horse, 
to enable me to drive quickly from the 
warm room to the station, he bad found 
he bad more time than he had imagired, 
and perhaps—hie was such a generous 
nature !—was choosing me yet another 
present in remembrance of our visit to 
Paris, But, ob, 1 did wish he would 
hasten back! 

Monsieur, madame and their littie ones 
atthe nexttabie had finished their re 
past. Monsieur’s cigarette was smoked 
out—the children were getting restiess 
they rose, and { watched then 
tHoeémse. Vee 
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The door once more swung open, and « 
party of three gentlemen entered. They 
took their seats at the table lately occu. 
pied by the family party. Frenchmen 
are always so polite, I had always heard: 
so I supposed it was the fact of a gir| 
sitting dining alone that made them for 
once forget their politeness, for, although 
I could not anderstand their words, their 
looks and se:ions plainiy showed that | 
was the object at which their wit and 
laughter were directed, 

Ob, why did not Bob come? Where 
could be be? I tried to hide my face and 
ite blushes from the gaze of the mocking 
trio at my side, to find excuses for Bob's 
delay, to still the beatings of my heart, 
to keep back the tears from my eyes. 

Suddenly a clock behind me—I had 
noticed it before—struck. I knew that it 
was an hour since Bob had left me. The 
clock must be fast! What could have 
bappened to him? What could 1 do? 
Go in search of bim! But where? And, 
if I left the restaurant and he returned 
and found me gone, we might wander 
about the whole night long and never 
meet. 

Then I became aware that the waiters, 
ina group, were talking to a fresh ar- 
rival, and that all their looks were 
directed towards me. This gentleman, 
whom I afterwards discovered wes the 
manager, s00n approached me, and be 
gan a long discourse im French, of which 
I could distinguieh only the words 
“madame” and ‘“‘monsieur.”’ 


Of course, in the schoolroom at the 
Rectory, we had gone through the whole 
course of French verbs and exerciser; 
but our governess, s kind and most con- 
scientious English lady, had never been 
away from home, so did not pretend to 
teach conversational French. 

And now the very little French I could 
bave spoken in England had all fied 
from mé, and Italian, the language to 
which I had been accustomed all these 
past weeks, came to my lips; when | 
tried to expiain, I could not understand 
the manager. 

He pointed at my empty coffee cup; 
and I understood bim then, and, putting 
my hand into my pocket, remembered 
for the first time that Bob had notre 
turned my purse after taking it from the 
priest in the train. 

No one could realizs what 1 felt at that 
moment! Here wasa young girl, whose 
lifa had been spent in an obscure country 
village till a few weeks before, alone in a 
foreign land, penniless and friendlies, 
her whole soul filled with alarm at what 
might have bsfalien her busband, and 
yet, in spite of overwhelming anxiety, 
conscious that she was affording amuse- 
ment to a roomful of men and women! 

The manager, finding we could come to 
no understanding, turned to the crowd 
now assembied around us, and inquirec, 
as well as 1 could understand him, if any 
one present could speak Eaglish. This 
called forth much laughter among the 
young men, but but no one came ftor- 
ward. 

Presently a waiter approached the 
manager, ond after a few words together, 
he left the room, returning in a short 
time with another waiter, who, amid 
much applause from the lookers-on, in- 
formed me in very indiffarent Eaglish 
that be could speak the language. 
Would madame be so good as to explain 
to him for whom she had been waiting 80 
long? 

In spite of my terrible anxiety and 
fear, my pride came to my assistance, and 
I answered as firmly as I couic: 

‘Before | make any explanations, | in- 
siston these gentlemen retiring to their 
Own tables; it cannot interest them to 
hear what 1 haveto say. It is sufficient 
for them to know that { am an Eoglis! 
lady at present in great distress.”’ 

Something in my voice or mannér 
seemed to quiet their merriment, and be 
fore my interpreter had begun his trans 
lation, several turned away, and ere be 
had finished, most had gone. 

The manager then invited me into s 
private room; but I declined the invi's- 
tion, fearimg that Bob might retarn and 
find me gone. I explained everything to 
him through my interpreter the waiter, 
and entreated him at once to make ever} 
inquiry outside. 

Then came another half-hour of mise: 
able wreched waiting. I sat ww 
my face hidden in my hand, to sbie 
it from the inquisitive glances of | 
passers-by the manager again cam 
English-speaking Jac 
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nad amy one witnessed any description 
of street casualty. 

It was maddening. Sometimes I 
thought I was dreaming, and it was with 
4.fcalty I could refrain from calling 
aloud for Bob tocome to me. Still I re 
fosed to leave my seat, faint and over- 
powered aa I felt from the fumes of 
tobacco and cooking. 

Once or twice a woman came to me 
and, through the friendly Jacques, 
offered me shelter in ber bouse; but all 
the dreadful stories of the wickedness of 
Paris life that I bad ever heard recurred 
to me, and I refused. 

Hour after hour passed, and gradually 
the rooms became deserted; and then the 
manager told me! must leave, as closing- 
time badcome, He, alas, was a bachelor, 
and could not invite madame to his 
home; but his head-waiter, whom he bad 
known for years, bad a wife and home 
close by, and he and she were now wait- 
ing to conduct madame to their house. 
When the morning came, he trusted 
madame would have tidings of monsieur. 
He was indeed very kind! 

Ob, that terrible walk threugh the beck 
streets of Paris! Leaving the restaurant 
was giving up the last vestige of bope 
that all would be well; and I hardly 
know howI dragged my feet through 
street after street. 

Then a nervous horror overtook me as 
to whetber my conductors were playing 
me false. The manager bad spoken of 
their house being near, and we had gone 
up turning after turning. 

At last we stopped before the door of a 
high, dark house in a narrow, deserted 
street, our footsteps echoing as we as- 
cended the steep stone steps, The houses 
on each side were high and dark. Here 
and therea lighted window was to be 
seen; but, even as we waited while the 
door was unfastened, some of those be- 
came obecured. 

We entered into complete darkness, 
and were guided solely by the unsteady 
light of a match lighted from time to 
time by the waiter. We went ups broad 
flight of stairs—up, up, up till my head 
reeled and I felt I must fail—then ma- 
dame, unlocking a door, led me into a 
large room. 

She bustied about, and soon had lighted 
asmall oil lamp, which she placed on a 
table, 

The room was scantily but tastefally 
furnished; madame was evidently very 
proud of her salon. She bade me rest in 
an easy chair while she prepared some 
chocolate; it distressed her greatly that 
she was unable to pursuade me to drink 
it Then seeing how tired out I was, she 
led me into the bed chamber, whieh | 
know now was the only one she had, also 
that she and her busbaad had to sleep in 
the sitting room. 

I could understand a few of her words; 
and her actions were so expressive that I 
quickly gathered she was full of com- 
passion forme. I had almost forgotten 
my fears as to my own fate when | heard 
sounds of a freen arrival in the next 
room, 

Soon afterwards madame was called 
away by her husband. Before going, she 
bade me “Good night,’’ then, clasping 
her hands together, suddenly gave mea 
kiss and left me. 

My nerves were so overstrung that I 
wasabieto hear the voices in the next 
room quite distinctly. Madame was ex- 
postulating, and the new-comer was evi- 
dently becoming angry, when monsieur 
interfered, 

Then | heard footateps cross the passage 
and stop outside my room ; and I could 
Gistinguish the hoarse breathing of some 
one close to my door. I knew that I was 
be:ng looked at through the key-hole. 
In another minute or so the person, 
wherever it was, moved; and then I 
heard a key placed in the lock, and 
the grating noise as it turmed told me 
that | wasa prisoner in this dark lone 
some house, 

| moved to the window and peered out 
inte the darkness; but all was silent I 
cou.d distinguish the outline of the 
neigiuboring houses against the gray 
*xy, and that was ail 

There were no signs of light or life, 
the distant bowling of a dog alone break- 
ing the silence. The room which I was 
‘0 was a large bare one, and pisced half 
across it was a tall black sereen. 

+ was about to satisfy myself that no 

*" was behind it, so nervous had | 

when my candle, which had been 
6 Ume flickering, suddenly went 
1 Was left in total darkness. 
as Often been said that there is s 
/ SUman misery; and so there is 
~ Soxiety and nervous terrors—there 


must be, or that night I should have 
gone mad. 

Looking back, I can remember noth- 
ing that passed from the time my candle 
Gied out till the early rays of morning 
dawned through the window. Whether 
I fainted or whether I slept 1 know not; 
all I remember is lying on the bed, bit- 
terly cold, shivering and feeling that 
moruing bad come at last. 

Before long the door was softly un- 
locked, and my hostess crept in on tip- 
toe, an if fearing to areuse me, bearing in 
ber hand some hot chocolate, Finding 
me still dressed in ail my traveling- 
wraps, as when she had left me the night 
before, she showed the greatest distress 
and dismay. 

I gladly drank the bot chocolate, and, 
hearing that Jacques was outside, 1 
jamped up, and would have gone to him 
had pot madame held me back and called 
aloud to him to enter. My mind was 
clearer than it had been the night before, 
and I could plan a little what to do, 

First I asked him to go to the station 
and inquire if Robert had been there. I 
gave him bis description, and he wrote it 
down with his name. Then I determined 
that I would inform the police, and, if, 
during tbe day, no tidings of my bus- 
band reached me, then, and not till then, 
I would telegraph home. 

Sooner than I had dared to hope, 
Jacques’ voice was heard outside; and | 
ran to the door, only to find it locked. I 
screamed to him to come and tell me the 
resuit of his inquiries; but he and 
madame were talking so earnestly to 
gether that I could not make myseif 
heard. I knocked and rattled at the 


At last I heard them coming: the door 
opened and I saw that the madame was 
in tears, 

*“You have brought me bad news?” 
Icried. “My busband is ill—is dead ?”’ 

“Calm yourself, madame, | entreat,’’ 
replied Jacques; ‘I brimg you no news 
of monsieur. No one corresponding to 
your description of him hes been seen.”’ 

“Then why this grief of madame’s?”’ 
I inquired, for ber voice was broken with 
sobs, as ail the time she pourea out ex- 
clamations of sorrow and pity. 

“Because, madame,” answered Jacques, 
in his slow hesitating manner—‘‘because 
I find that, though no one remembers 
sesing monsicur himself, some one last 
night claimed the luggage and carried it 
away. Ab—where?’’ 

“Then my busband is alive and is seek- 
ing everywhere for me. Tell madame 
taat; tell her——”’ 

“Ales, madame, I fear you guess the 
wrong!” replied Jacques, softly; and I 
saw a tear roll down his cheek. ‘Oh that 
madame cou!d understand the French! 
I have no words in English to tell you 
gently our fears. Can madame not an- 
derstand that what has bappened is—ohb, 
so many young ladies before have come 
to her—the monsieur has wearied of 
madame, and has returned alone to Eng- 
land, to Spain, to Italy 7” 

I screamed to him to quit; and I bade 
madame cease weeping. I told Jacques 
to rum without a moment's delay and 
prociaim throughout Paris where I was. 

“] know my busband is seeking for me 
high and low °” I cried. “Oome, madame 
—come with me back to where he left 
me, and I will wait there till be appears.”’ 

I was preparing to rush off that mo- 
ment, when madame stopped me, and 
with many tears, begged Jacques to ex- 
plain that sbe bad given her word not to 
let me leave the room till she had leave 
=> I think I did go mad. I was 
powerless to seek my husband, unable to 
understand why 1 was kept a prisoner; 
all the nervous horrors of the past night 
came beck to me, and, above them 
all, Jacques’s words continually ramg in 
my ears: “Monsieur has wearied of ma- 

” 

whet if he were right? Whatif Bob 
had growr tired of me? Should I write 
and tell them st home to come to me? 
Never, never! Teil mother that her dis- 
trust was not unfounded? Why had I 
remembered her distrust? Sse bad no 
grounds for it. 

“Monsieur has wearied of madame!”’’ 
Would the sound never cease ringing in 
my ears? Bob wearied of me! I was so 
childish, so silly; and yet—and yet | had 
always thought he loved me! 


No, no—it was not true! Bat what if 
it were? Must! send for father, go home 
with him, see mother’s weeping face 
watch the pitying giacces of the villagers 
hear mother say, as shebad said « 

wish we had 


before our marriage, ‘*i 
known a little more about him! 
“Monsieur has wearied of madame!”’ 
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Yes—Jacques was right; I saw it all 
now. Bob had tired of me, and had 
bribed the manager to keep mea prisoner 
till he was faraway. Yes—I know that 
I was mad, for the determination came 
to me that, as soon as 1 was free, I would 
wait about the streets till night, and then 
seek Oblivion in the depths of the dark 
waters of the Seine, which Bob and I 
bad watched so gaily only on the preced- 
ing day. 

Hark! The belis of a church near 
were ringing, calling people to prayer. 
No, no—they were only saying, ‘‘Mon- 
sieur bas wearied of madame— monsieur 
has wearied of madame!"’ I heard steps 
again upon the stairs, more angry voices 
outside, madame shrieking above them 
all. 

They were coming closer ; they were 
opening my door. What mattered it to 
me? The bells went on ringing, ‘‘Mon- 
sicur has wearied of madame—monsieur 
has wearied of madame !’’ 

But madame’s voice was rousing me. 
What did she say? Ob, why could I not 
understand her? But | did understand 
her, for she said, or her actions did— 

“Grieve no longer, my dear—your 
trouble is ended; an English gentleman 
awaits you in the salon.”’ 

In an instant I rushed past madame 
into the next room, and there, standing 
waiting, was—not my husband, not my 
Bob, but a grave elderly gentieman 
whom I had pever seen befure! 

It took him not «ne moment to tell me 
that Mr. Henson was safe, and that he 
had come to take me to Bob—for he was 
in prison, arrested the night before om 
suspicien of being one of a gang of 
dynamiters, 

It had been impossible for Mr. Henson 
to communicate with any one till that 
morning, and he was distraeted about 
me. His luggage had been seized by the 
polies, and it was by their commands I 
had been placed under lock and key. 
No news of his arrest was allowed to 
creep out, as the police hoped to capture 
others of the gang. 

Everything wae most satisfactorily ex- 
plained as soon as Bob had been al- 
lowed an interview with the British 
Consul, who was the kind bearer ef these 
tidings. 

There were several formalities to be 
gone through before Bob was really free; 
but what mattered that to me? He had 
not wearied of his ‘‘madame,’’ and, 
when bis arms were round me once more 
and I was climging to bis neck, the past 
terrors of the night were all over like a 
hideous dream. 

“Well, Trixy,” said Bob, as the train 
was bearing us away, ‘‘we certainly did 
see something of Paris!’’ 


—_ 





A MatTrer or Disranos.—It is well 
known that in high aititudes, owing to 
the rarefied air, objects are visible at a 
great distance; and from the city of Den- 
ver, the Rocky Mountains, although 
some sixteen miles distant, seem but a 
very short way off. An English gentie- 
map, 8 tourist, eame in orn the Kansas 
Pacifie train one morning, stopped at the 
Inter-Ocean Hotel in Denver, and soon 
made the acquaintance ef two of the 
“eld citizens.” 

The Eoglishman was captivated with 
the appearance of the mountains, and 
suggested to the twe “old citizens’’ that, 
as the mountain range was such a very 
short distance from the city, they should 
all take a walk to it, and returm in time 
fer dinner. Thetwo “old citizens’ saw 
a chance for some fun, aod immediately 
consented. The trio started west, and 
walked towards the mountains for about 
two hours and a half, but the mountains 
seemed as far away as over. 

The Englishmao was a good walker, 
and kept a little in advance of his friends. 
Finally they saw him deliberately sit 
down, as he came to a smal! irrigating 
ditch, perhaps two feet wide, and begin 
takiog off bis boots and stockings. 

When they came up to where he was 
sitting they asked him, in some sur- 
prise, what he was doing thatfor. The 
Englishman said he was going to wade 
the stream. 

Both the ‘‘old citizens,’’ looking at 
him in astonishment, asked bim why he 
didn’t step acroseit. ‘Step across it,’’ 
replied the Britisher—‘“‘atep across it! 


NotI! Whatdo ! know about distancss 
in your confounded country ?”’ 
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At Home and Abroad. 


The Sultan of Morocco uses bicycles as 
instroments of torture for aay of the 
ladies of his barem who have the mis- 
fortune to offend him. The aunbappy 
Odalisques are compelled to mount ma- 
chines and ride sround s marked track 
in the palace gardens. Not knowing how 
to ride, their repeated falls and other 
mishaps furnish the Sultan and bis more 
favored wives with endless amusement. 
When they have fallen twenty times— 
provided, of course, that they have not 
broken their necks in the meantime—the 
punishment is com plete, and the bruised 
beauties are allowed to retire. 

Ever since the last earthquakes in 
Athens, the immediate ruin of the Par- 
thenon has been a foregone conciasion 
in case another earthquake should ocour 
before certain comtempiated repairs are 
made. Although we have been taught 
to believe that only the beet material was 
used in constructing the Parthenon, asa 
matter of fact the builders em ployed first. 
class marble on the outside only, where 
the eye could see it. Faulty stones witbin, 
after the building became roofless, in- 
vited the destructive work of rain, frost 
and heat. The rotten blocks are sot only 
@ menace to the structure, but a striking 
testimony to the fact that ancient, like 
modern, architecture had ite illusions. 


A curious developement of the woman's 
franchise system comes from New Z+a- 
land. Ata late election one of the candi- 
dates was charged with being guilty of 
regular cruelty to his wife, the report 
being spread by the opposition to set the 
women voters sgainst him. But the 
women voters in the electorate showed a 
commendable desire to act fairly. They 
formed a select committees, who calied 


_ Upon the candidate’s wife and examined 
‘ber ocarefally as to her husband’s be- 


havior. The result was that he was 
acquitted of the charge, and at the eleoc- 
tion he secured nearly all the women’s 
votes, winning the seat easily. 

Some students belonging toan Autopsy 
Society at Chicago have entered into a 
compact to give their brains to science 
when they die. Each member will also 
write a history of bis mental processes 
from the beginning to as near the end of 
his life as possible, and give a statement 
of the vices and virtues which have in- 
fluenced him. Students of snthropology 
have found mucb difficulty in obteining 
the cerebral tissue of sound-minded 
persons. The brains of criminais and 
insane persons are not so diMfieuit to pro- 
cure, amd from them it bas been possibile 
to gather data as to what a person's brain 
should not be, But to learn the appear- 
ance of the brain of a mormal person has 
been hard. Ky ezamination of the brains 
of these students with the scoompany- 
ing written chart it is believed that the 
manifold shades of character may be 
identified in their respective parta of the 
brain. 

That beauty, like music, will charm the 
breaste of savage beasts seems proved by 
the perfor mances of a young ledy who is 
now filling an engagement at « Berlin 
variety theatre. An enormous cage on 
wheels is pushed upon the stage, and the 
dancer entering it, performa a skirt dance 
within almost touching distance of three 
lions. The animals remain perfeciiy 
quiet, and beyond an occasional grow! 
they show no resentment at this invasion 
of their den. To some extent they appear 
to be terrified, and it is said that part of 
the performer’s dependence for safety is 
based upon the assumption that the ¢€flect 
of the skirt dance and the music is byp- 
notic, It would be possibile, she thinks, 
to execute any sind of dance with im- 
munity in similar circumstances, The 
lions, though amall, are young and vigor- 
ous, and the plucky lady waeae lung time 
before she succeeded in perfecting her 
performance for public exhibition. 


There ia more Catarrh in this section of the 
country than ail other diseases put wmether, 
and until the iast few years was supposed to 
be incurable. Fora yvreatmany years doctors 
pronounced it B loce linemee, anid resacribed 
loom) remedie ' ! miatentiy fe) “x wo 
cure wit! oent, proneu elit is 
curatie ‘ rf , 
constitution 
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12 
Our Young Folks. 





ON THE SEF-SAW, 
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ae | tipeenl ! the wa aril 
ru ea ‘ aprmitist NMiixs =| ‘ 
atinle j getit tne i 1 thimtitie 

ght 1 oe aged, anid To wanted 
{ { geet tiern Tlie j ‘ “A ere tha 

tigre cut ‘ tid brevet ling a 
j “Matitent ¢ mee “here t hia 1 je 
Vite aredm= | fe vithat | bia “feud 
t M ! ‘ " { stitiers r ‘ 
end t ait atitie ita 
VW tic P . ‘ a 4 a lit 
Mia | acd As doen 
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In « few minutes Mixe Flora came run- 
ning back with a bundle of white things 
tod then Astbestom and I 
We 


our paws were 


over her arm. 


euflered territily. were myueeszed 


pushed int 


inte tanlice=, 


, *trings were tied tight round our 


necks and shoulders, long petticoats 
tripped up our toes, and altogether we 
were tortured —simply tortured, and I 
had hard work to rememter that Mie« 
Flera had called me her ‘¢oale dari 
ing.’ 

it | had forgotten that, I beleve I 


“hould have seratehed her. Limb tom 
didserateh Master Tom, but Master Tor 
did not seem to mind it very touch. 
When really 
lok like two (,wendolines, the 


“aw,.and were 


we were dressed up ty 
ebildren 
earricel us over to the see 
juet going to seat uM 
the 
Come quickly and 
And in a 


dropped upon the gras= amd 


it, when a voce 
Toms! i lora’ 
what papa ha- 
peeetesenit Astros tom 


on 


called from hicstime, 
“ee 
lerought! / 
sod I were 
the 


children raced off to the house. 


Velwwtom aned | lowskead at one another, 


sted then we tried to sort out our paws 
trots our petticoats, and | telt awfully 
- ' tting there like that. I know I 
fest ery angry with the children, tut 
after a feritatite 1 ressetutered the se 
and then I thought that we might a- 
ae beset thatthing that ranat iteuunmder 
t ser PE teorld Awtemtom, ated we sv down 
st ated wkhed everywhere bout we 
Bea%t ecceee At 
J ul waidd we would get upc Che see 
ow. as the children did, anid see if it 
A j we again amd run a peat cons Ole 
vrae* under us see Po mat conn Chee nm end 
smeld & j Lelewte te tt tees oct Clee 
Ihe wail bee couldn't, and he uw le } 
a feamm Cheat Fo bet binges geet conn Ghee low ened 
wed F oelissted ge cn the other W beets 
ewere both ap we lookedover the side, 


bout we eouldno't see the black thing. 


Ptsess FP maicd that wee cotagehit ter triceve 
ahout, and lyase a shake ated the we 
“aw i oud, conned Qhreew, re enetiyl thi 
linek thitug cat aticl sti at it tamer 
treat 

bsvek 8 T eried ‘Lane Vm boemterm 1" 

Sod Awtewtom leaned over and looked 

Phe meat thing Lkuewl tv end of the 
ew eaw had bumped down hard enough 
ty «bake my eves outeft mis head, and 
Veleswteom was sprawling on the grass. It 
wax awful! ber mm treertssenit Vln tom 
dida't say atiything, ated then, cli, ty 


bier beeygans tor howl! Rane creat eatiie comok, 


atedout catne tuatutnua, and 
Ws I've lew stnackedd try trimtirteia, 
andteld that batmiold enough te hieow 


better than te go hunting silly sladewe, 


ated Votes beeeree ane thee bicvtaser alone ated 


orm 


tery hungry. 


oust | can't ee that if was my tanuilt 
that Awtesteom was liirt Doest Fo chicdes't 
Wave pet a Littler becstsage Wii | ‘ 
\ amt j t« boius Abia . , t 
hi ‘ bates ¢ 
——P << 
WHALES AND SEALS. 
j i 
[VIMY wa ‘ bit ! ait bin 
4 t! “ Sa> | nie ! fi 
¢ ouet hits | t atid am the 
{ v hie amb fo bois t te " 
- of ‘ t rt ‘ 
™ t 4 ! “s if i 
ti 
+5 “ ‘4 ‘ ‘SN « 
t t ne {lis ! lee | 
A ‘ = 7 fa ifia 
‘ ‘ } ‘ ‘ 
F gy the surtace enathe e ie 
‘ , oa, and rh lemtet =“ @Aaetly 
neal 
it yi arges, 1f% Clirevat ~“ ters 
ia tichecand ged it at P v «wa my 
ges ae Civ sbirisniges, sem-stiail~ 
stil siltitite at tials, Whitets t tane~ t 
a itt sarge 1 ithittils «cf wate fut 
t gl t has univ wm tins th at, its 
{ ssery, Very large. and it is pr 
feud wit? s hitid f strainer; « ttiat, 
‘ fakitig itt aw tt tht { fewnd, if im 
t { thee Sater ‘ «til agais 
i i s wiriaitue 
j . Atiere tt? “ hiale me omes 
aureat leu i tia . taaet 
‘ sie It «lives pret mee} 
‘ athe. ¢ ts wind 
as if - ‘ ! - 


it is towed up te the * owned ty the 
hunters. 

“A givat deal hae newt «done. The 
“hits i= aw thi K iayet alieua wer. 
It ia fu! of « ‘ j ‘ artt. and 
Keegre tip the heat t alé iw; it 
alees Beige Baise ft - ~ lighter 
than water 

The reason it } tex] ix tewrause thie 
bitstter, oil, and wha tae are ery 
valuatle.and ti 4 “av flanger 
Cte copeerralierts tis worth trying, lor a4 
single whale ix generaliiy worth freotni 
three tes tenure theieamd are 

“Porty-four anima!l= were caught in 
one year try «te ~~~ t that Wasa 
very gewrwd haul, amd ‘rae mally the 
teont haw to go betue Without a singe 
vw hale. 


“When the huge whale i= near + nough, 


thier seserts eet come itt Thev wear tents with 
irom spikes te prevent thetueeives from 
sligepemg off at, at § witt aryge knives 
they strip ! the ‘ Them the 
s bicslet worse » take t «of te sescotith 
atid that in tipely j sit they get 
Paevtaue 

Siw | ‘ alte “ing it inte 
“traller prienrer= im Tee at j ! 4 prert ana 
sfterwards= «trained, atvd this i= stored in 
ish hte ara thieves eit te nk 
qua st sit wv tter a~6 t ix 
- ti eater if } . atid ars 
wer tuerthrinnge im lett ‘ ye hale 

te or ‘ ‘ LAK Ili «a ait 
‘ ‘ rie « to ’ rl 4 ory ouny 
atiitsea j - ’ ‘ ealiv, tut 
thy e* thee ong os off | ts t her 
ttle ytee stuci~ mie yet b ‘ “ee 

Phiat im chread el! Jos fact. the 

* thing frig J think,” <and 
Sissstnvy Bout price ie SOTHe- 
thing att seal- 

‘She «eal« are of the greatest use to 
the poeple whe © jn the eold regions. 
Verhap~ they are alteermt without either 
eww) oof light, but when a seal is cap- 
tures] they have t? seal~ live chiefly 
ite thee ater. teat =qesed a gemmd deal of 
tivas ti Uleer =Dpevre Mteegre their little ones 
are: beeen 

“The head ix something like a dog's, 


atid there are temic leet, imein tront with 
treme k,. 


hin. but joined to- 


ering of =hin, ated tweat the 


slimes Coovere<]d with 


gether and te the tail, <o they really 
form: one strony tin. In the water the 
seal looks gracetul enough, but on land 


hiixs awk wardtiies= ix often his ruin, for 
iat takes ads antage , 
“*oohs, 2 baergee soeet 


inite retigelesd 


frie ta are xeoeruel to 
Jitssmy. 


tims Saltiatelle not to be 


killed, and up tm ¢ereenlamd «a tan 
wrapped up wartsly inn furs will sit tor 
bicetins Woatebitig beer a merce] fer eoootgne pete 
breathe. It tuanagew ter vet the air by 
bering a ssesall bievie S0a (Gkaee = jere, The 
hunter hears it at werk, and very 
jtitetly ereceges ter thee prlace then, when 
niva wu ayer ‘ retains, he 
juichly strikes bite «greear tl igh itanad 
titer thie tend the prmor seal below 
Mier te 4 st-, 1 atid seotane 
titsie= 4 ite = poayens Tiseta thier seals, 
fositege tage t ites are atigiit 1 tilens 
’ 4 pra t evre Otis iavee f vert Cap 
tiiresd, thiis stratage ts bem fieet stucco] 
It is =a that Peete thee c elis ring 
at ders ty thie h te I-lancds, seals 
tter ret wtegr 
Phey seen then.” said 
Direeteve 
Ws . ‘ ‘ . ba mnt 
‘ ‘ 1 ‘ ire 
; t alien ; ‘ ‘ ~- ante 
‘ g. and sight 
j ‘ ° ‘ te beut 
shiata | 
bat Te 4 t A‘ 
rst si ‘ seals if * Theorth. 
bine fe reetilatids w ¢ ‘ (met peation js 
ateboinnge thee-ges, aned a= <coons as conse is pro 
ead, there urea vant v 1 reejevie 
cour. the smiv yt  tlietas witl plenty 
So femmd, aneed thee “ etit 
“Th hiiledres tem are jUite happy 
itis strigewe crf TAW sem “! 1h thiev stuck 
‘~ lt were sertnie he = “Veet llow 
shed woos like it, J ler 
Not ata sty re Pitsessiy 
Phe seals value eir skin come 
om othe “* { —4a5 «4 mi the 
ytit ! 5 [f Aiaeka i mie fe nd 
je-riseatis = G 4 “hy } 
ss f . ; t at Lhiens thie 
iv semalehit . oe I tye i titers 
‘ t A * ‘ : = o stt ‘ 
4 . ' - fine 
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The World’s Events. 





The 


tuenty-#Ix 


average life of a ship is al-nt 
years. 
Some specimens Of mediwval s¢!- 
mets weigh at least eleven pounds. 
In Europe at this time some twer:y- 
r men are ready to tak. the 
in a fortnight. 


seven million 
field 

The population of Lordon is reater 
than that of the entire kingdoms of (srecce 
and Denmark combined. 

In making champagne the grapes are 
jueezed six times, cach pressure 
vine of a different quality. 

In Corfu sheets of paper pas< for 
moneys one sheet buys one qGart of rive. or 
twenty sheets «a piece of bemp cloth. 

A man can hire a house in Japan, 
keep two servants, and live on the fat of the 
land, all for @ little over $a month. 

About families make their 

ing in connection with the cab 
ndustry and taking care of the horses. 

The largest bronze statue in exist- 
ence is in St. Petersburg. It represents l’eter 
lhe (-reat, and weighs one thousand tons 


mak ng 


lari« in 


The tlying foxes of Australia are 
plying *o rapidly that itis feared they 
4 4 ty Income a8 great a pest a* the 


ratytrits 
According to the 


a@trobpomer, We receive mae tr 


deductions of a 
ith 
vit from the sun as could be emitted by 


¥ell-nRnOOWwn 


Pisil tfh¢otetse 

The Japanese day is divided into 
Luelve periods, named respectively after the 
jiat, (oa, Tiver, Ilare, Dragon, Horse, ~nake, 
. liog and Fox. 


lim, Spe, ! ord 


Australia’s compass plant is a double 
“hich two colors of flowers 
reel on the north and biue on the south. 
itis perfectly reliable. 


latK--pur, Ob 
yroe 


\sae totti pase 


Over linn pounds of snails are 


daily eaten by the Parisian lovers of saAh 
daittieos. Ihe taste of a properly-cooked 
snailis said to resemble that of a mushroom. 


The famous rivers of ancient Greece, 
which are mentioned so often by the poets 
soe Of the peninsula, were mere 
some Of them searcely larger than 
and not deserving the name of river. 


“and histor 
creeks, 


heroahK. 

Many Warisian publishers blame the 
for the falling off .n the sales of their 
lies aseert that people ride a* iong 
as it is day-light, and at night are too tired to 


brievele 


temok = 


rend. 

\ rattlesnake will not cross a hair 
rope bhaperieneced campers, when they fear 
the rattie=nakes are around, encircie their 
catnp With «a bair lariat or two, and feel 


mee ure, 


A Chinese carpenter when he is 


planing a piece of wood always hoid« it 
with his feet. He also turps a grindstone 
and does tmany otber kinds of work in the 
“ane Manner 

If an express train moving at the 
ste Of forts five miles an bour were to -lop 
icdele P t would give the passenger> @ 
shiek ¢ si to that of falling from a! ght 
of tifts four feet 


Burglar-proof glass has been invented 


by a leresden manufacturer. It is mad 5 
}* tfnolten glass overa network of -'eel 
aire tis especia adapted for #k ts 
ind jewelers windows. 

A new kind of cloth is being made 

| onus from the down of bens, duck i 
eee > ura - of feathers make r 

ss ire vard of light ars 
“a ¥ater-proof cloth. 
In the United States (00MM) 
in ds raise balf as much grain as #97 #) 
buroge fas the use of projy- 4 
os a farm laborer in tbe ed 
States worth more than three in Euroy- 
= T hie test of exes llence apypol | wo 
Japanese swords vears ago Was Very rig it 
Vas to suspend the tlade borizontall> ze 
ipward nder a tree, and «a good «- n 
Was eXpected to cut in twain any lea! at 
fei prom it 

The number of islands, larg: i 
stuall,in all the oveans of the woridau aa 
toone bundred thousand. The simaiie- 
hatited island is that on which the 
stone Lighthouse stands. At low water ° 

r feet in diameter. 

The belief that lightning wi 
“trike « feather ted was recentiy st ‘oO 
i Mriistanken ‘ flash of lightning - 
ind wer dus the chimpey of a 

ped thie piaster and paper from 
vom, and then tore up a feather bed 

It} 


is been asserted that fair 
git than dare 


ame 








A GOLDEN DAY. 





nY M. KR. 








len day in barvest-tide, 

Jer the smiling valley wide 

| veliow corn and barley bigh, 
«waving Wheat and rustling rye, 
.odered by the river-side. 
~llands where the coshats cried, 
rown and crimson tints were pied 

we wandered, you and I, 

one golden day. 





ordas were few, and you replied 

ris as few, but once you sighed, 

{«omething in your downecast eye 
me the heart my suit to try; 

~] your hand, nor was denied, 
«one golden day! 


IN A TURKISH HAREM. 








. one who visits Turkey can know 
ng of the real life of the people 
_a. she bas seen some of the harems, 
it is a mistake to imagine that be- 
~ they are invisible to the outer 
| the Turkish women have no in- 
the contrary, unable to 
| their time in going about and in 


‘ (on 


or receiving general visitors, 

save all the more leisure for in- 

and scheming, and it must be 

mbered that all marriages are ar- 

vod exclusively by the female rela- 
-on both sides. 

the 


slaves 


sultan’s own 


said to be mere 


) ivh present 


= and are 
sus dolls, spending their energies 

iress and eating sweetmeats, many 
‘he pashas’ wives are women of 
intelligence, able to manage their 
inds’ properties, and it is well 
jcown that the valideh sultanas, or 
ors of the sultans, have often ex- 

J immense intluence in State af- 


young girls now in Turkey are 
ng edueated. the sultan having 
-tatuished excellent schools, where the 
vo till the age of twelve or so, 
they “‘put on the yashmak’’ and 
L-ajjear, Up to that age they may 
+n sitting with their fathers in the 
yardens of an afternoon, and 
to and from school of a morn- 
ttended, if of the higher classes, 
usual hideous black attendant. 
-s a lady writing from Constan- 
+, was pot invited to the royal 
but I had the opportunity of 
~-veral Turkish homes during 
at Constantinople. 


first Visit was to the wife of one 
The wife of 
the foreign pashas in the Turk- 
the visit, and 
We drove to 
at the door of a 


vyreat ministers. 


rvice arranged 
weoompanied me. 

1 drew up 
iare white house, the entrance 


steps. All round us rose the 


Walls 


bare and white, and so 
at even from the top windows 

suse nothing could be seen. 
of the beautiful turf and bril- 
wer-bed shrubs, it looked and 
Aa rise 


prison 
ve, and we 


The door was opened 
found ourselves in 
d very narrow passage, which 
a large and lofty central hall 
aims, with a fountain playing 
middle, and all round stood the 
the women, black and white, in 
lored cotton dresses and tur- 
the black eunuchs in frock coat 


vere shown into a large hand- 
furnished room, with a splendid 
iryet, 


but without a book, or 
any sign of life and occupa- 


The litthe wife soon appeared, 

: Furopean dress: in fact, it 
tne Royal Harem that the 

stume is kept up. She was 

by her sister-in-law, the 

nister’s brother. The 

Turkis so my friend 





most twice a year, in a shut carriage, 
the only time she passed outside those 
terrible walls. 

She was fond of her garden and her 
pets, cats and birds, 
children, and, I was told, lived in con- 
stant dread that her husband would, 
in consequence, divorce her, for very 
few Turks now have two wives. Her 
idea of European life was founded on 
French novels, which she read inces- 
santly, and she said to me: *‘Well, we 
are happier than for our hus- 
bands may fancy one of our slaves 
whom we know, but your husbands go 
about with French actresses whom you 
don’t knew!”’ 
in by slaves, and then cigarettes, but I 
had to confess my ignorance of smok- 
ing, and, lastly, the delicious Turkish 
coffee in golden cup stands. 

The minister’s wife is a good musi- 
cian, and her sister-in-law draws and 
paints, taught by the minister, who is 
quite a good artist; but in spite of 


but she had no 


you, 


Sweetmeats were brought 


music and painting, and French novels, 
and lovely garden, I had a sad feeling 
that she was like a bird beating her 
wings against her gilded cage. 

She had read too much to be con- 
tent. All 


doors stood open, and the slaves passed 


the time of our visit the 
and repassed, as if keeping up a con- 
stant espionage. We were just going 
into the garden, a slave reporting the 
departure of some gardeners who had 
been working there, when the minister 
and his brother came in, having bur- 
ried back from the Palace to see us. 

of their arrival 
wives were 


From the moment 
the two little absolutely 
silent, and though I tried to include 
his wife in my interesting talk with 
the minister, I failed utterly; but, as I 
retlected afterward, we were talking of 
the mosques and buildings, of the sar- 
cophagi in the Museum, and the treas- 
ures of the Seraglio, which she had 
never seen, and never could see, so our 
conversation must have been unintel- 
ligible to her. I came away with a feel- 
ing of the deepest pity for these two 
women, who seemed to me restless and 
unsatisfied, indulged as they evidently 
were by their husbands and surrounded 
by all that wealth could give them. 

During our stay at Therapia the 
Austrian ambassadress took me to call 
the wife of Munir Pasha, Grand 
Master of Ceremonies. 
the 
She told us she went out in 


on 
Munir’s wife 
gave me idea of a. happy busy 
woman. 
her caique constantly, of course veiled 
and in the ferejeh, the shapeless cloak 
worn by Turkish ladies, old and young, 
which entirely conceals the figure, and 
the ugliness of which is not even re- 
deemed by the splendid materials and 
brilliant colors usually employed. Our 
hostess parted with us at the door of 
the room, for fear any man might be 
in sight through the open door of the 


hall. 


Grains of Gold. 


Rule the appetite and temper the 
tongue. 


science. 
Money 


enemies. 








that has no shame has neo con- 


makes fewer friends than 


Kind words are good, but good dee ds 
are better. 


Learn to unlearn what vou have 


learned amiss. 
What we 


back in our faces. 


blow aygainst heaven falls 


If vou let an angry man aione rie 
will cool of bimeself 
The mew r x t ‘ et«ore 
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Femininities. 





It is said that there are more widows 
in France than in any otber country. 


Tom : **Did Maud tel! you the truth 
when you asked her ber age?’ Jack: “Yer. 
Tom: “What did she say?’ Jack: “She said 
it Was none of my business.’ 


In society you have three sorts of 
friends: your friends who love you, your 
friends who do not trouble themselves about 
you, and your friends who hate you. 


Authorities say the oldest medicinal 
recipe is a bair tonic for an Fgyptian queen, 
which is dated 400 B.C. and directs that dogs 
paws and asses’ hoofs should be boiled with 
dates in oil. 


A new field of work for American 
women has been invaded by Miss Jennie 
Revert, of Long Isiand, who will this vear 
be graduated from the Veterinary School ip 
Alfort, France. 


They whe, when about to marry, 
seek their bappiness inthe mere gaining of 
fortune and personal beauty, evince a beart- 
less disposition, and their folly is often pun- 
ished in their success, 

The Princess Louise is engaged in 
sculpturing the figure of an angel with out- 
stretched wings, which is to be placed over 
the altar in the Prince Henry of Battenburg 
Memorial Chapel at St. Mildred’s. 


Mrs. Alphonse Daudet once told of 
an old aunt who slept in the room next to 
her room, and who every evening recounted 
all the doings of the day to the portrait of 
her busband, dead years before. 

Mrs. ©. Reyes, eighty-three years 
old and crippled, cultivates a garden by her 
own labor at St. Augustine, Fla., and one 
day she picked from it a thirty-six pound 
watermelon and cighty pumpkins. 


Mamma: ‘I don’t see why you call 
Daisy Martin selfish. I think she is a very 
nice little girl.” Ethel: “Oh, mamina, but 
she is selfish! She's always at the head of 
the class, and she won't let any of the rest of 
us get ahead of her.” 

A certain jeweler has made a tiny 
boat of a single pearl. The sail is of beaten 
gold, studded with diamonds, and the bin- 
nacie lightisaruby. An emerald serves as 
its rudder, and its stand isa slabof ivory. 
It is said to have cost $000, 


Peeresses of Great Britain, Scotland, 
or Ireland, by birth, marriage, or creation, 
are free from arrest or imprisonment on 
civil process; and, in the event of a peeress 
being charged with a criminal offence, she 
would be tried by the House of Lords. 

The crimping of the hair is a very 
old invention. Even the ancient Komans 
used crimping-irons. Towards the end of the 
twelfth century, our ancestors curled their 
bair in this way, and then bound it with 
fillets, and went out without hats in order to 
show it off. 

The Imperial opera management at 
Vienna, in the hope of stopping jealousies 
among the “stars,” just issued a pew 
regulation, permitting no more than three 
recalls after the close of acts, except in the 
case of first nights and during 
gagements of foreign artists. 

Mr. Murray Hill, 
reading Aa marriage 
paper: “There is one 
understand. Mre. 
ihat? Mr. M. H. 
papers every bride is beautiful 
the plain 


has 


special en 
who has been 
notice in «a 
thing I can't quite 
Murray Hill: **Whiat is 
“According to the news 


morning 


Now where 


do all married women come 


from? 
for a rough 


an ounce of ting 


An excellent emollient 


bareh «kin is made of half 


mvrrh, two ounces of honey, one 


ture of 


ounce of white wax, one anda half ounce of 


rosewater, and one and a balf ounce of al 
mond oil Mix the wax, rosewater, oil, and 
honey in a bath, and stir till tieited, add the 
myrrh, and let it cool 

Women who wish to gain ftesh 
should keep wart fone pliysiciam puts lil 
whole preseription to such patients in one 
sentence, “hat root vevetables and keep 


wart. Soft, warm, wadded lounging robes, 


deep, downy chairs and pillows to npestie in 
part of the 


should be a belongings of Ube 


woman seeking avoirdupols. 


Paris not onls have their 


for 


Ladies in 


earriages for shopping, traveling, and 


for their rides in the parks, but fashion now 
demands that they must have their own 
railway cars. The Laroness de Lotheehild 
travels in her boudoir on wheels ( ountess- 
Petoska bas purchased the carriage origin 


ally bought from the estate of the luce de 


Morus 
' 


ladies to enjoy all the cotuforte of Ube 


The pleasure es costiv, but itl enatiles 
the 
home While the are Nying through the 
world 

J rie 
hihbont 


first man-dressmaker was named 


He Ame the son of ts Mavariag 


peasant, and starting a rewstnaking estat 


13 


Masculinities. 





Life is as much or as little as each 
man cares to make of it. 

Although Fortune knocks at 
man's door once, she doesn't 
loud tap. 


every 
nlways give a 


Napoleon's handwriting was so il 
legible that his letters from 
Josephine were at first 
maps of the seat of war. 

The man who asserts he will wel 
come death as a release from a life made up 
of sorrow generally sends for four doctors 
when he has a headache. 

She: ‘Now that we are engaged, 
dear, [shall expect you to kiss mother when 


you see ber.” “Do you think that is fair?” 
“What ia?” “To test my love so soon?" 


frermany to 
taken for rough 


“And you broke off the engage- 
ment?” said one young man. “Yes not 
brutally, you know, But | managed it.’ 
“How?” “I told her what my salary 6.” 


She: “Do you believe in long en- 
gagementa? lie: “Well, [think an engage 
ment should be long enougn to test a man's 
constancy and to give the girl time to learn 
to cook.” 


A pneumatic saddle, which may be 
filled with either air or water, bas been In- 
vented by a Purisian. For riding 
tances, either on borseback or on a 
it is a desideratuim. 


long dis 


biey cle, 


Young man, whispering to jeweler 
“That engagement 
yesterday.” Jeweler: 
with it; didn't it ft? 
tiously: “Sh! It didn't 
(sloime collar-studa for It." 


ring I bought of you 
“What's the matter 
Young man, 
have a 


eau 
chance, 


Hawking is a favorite pastime in 
ersia, and every man of standing has his 
faleons and his talconers. No man, tn fact, 
who loves the pleasures of the chase in that 
coubtry is regarded as a good «portaman if 
he does not keep his partridge hawks and at 
least a pair of fleet grey bounds. 


Cruden, the 


Concordance to 


maker of the famous 
the Bible that bears his 
hame, spent nineteen vearsa in this gigantic 
undertaking, and sO great was the «train 
that upon its publication he was removed to 
a lunatic asylum suffering from a 
disease from which he 


thenutal 
hever entirely re 
covered, 


A statistician has actually propounded 
the theory that music has a wonderful in 
Nuence on the growth of the bair. Baldness, 
according to this discovery, is prevalent in 
twelve per cent. of compe, “Wirich ix 
about the average for pecplein general. In 
Atrumental per® .oarers, however, always re 
tain their hair up to an advanced period o 
life. 


Teacher: “Have you finished your 
composition on what little boys should not 
do in sehool? “Yerm. “Rend it. “Little 
boys when at sehool should not make faces 
at the teacher and should not atudy too 
hard, ‘cause it makes them nearsighted, and 
should mot -it long in position 
cause it their backs crooked, 
should not do lony eXxatnples in 


too one 


makes and 
arithmetic 


cause it uses up their pencils too fast. 
Daniel Webster Was Once sted hy his 
buteber, and the man did not call upon bin 


In the course of a few 
days Webster met hitn, and asked 


afterwards for orders 


bitte Why 


he did noteall “Vecnuse,’ said the man, 
supposed that you would be offended and 
wouldn t dea; with me any more lowhteh 
Webster replied, “Oh, sue me as timany titnes 
ws you like, but for goodness sake don't 
sxturve me to death! 


When Mark Twain lived in 


be happened one 


buffalo, 


morning to look across the 


Way JDiere he saw something which caused 
him to croes the atreet quiekly and deliver 
this speech to a vroup Of people om the 
verandal “<M risatnie e (semen my wife 
aid JT have been Intending to call on you 
and tmnke qu punlintanee We owe vou 
an mpreoloyy for net dolny it before now 1 
bey your pardon for intruding on you 
this informal tnanner and at this tlie o 
day, but your hotise ix afire' 


The father of 


eminent Italian 


branceses Sforza, tlie 


head of an fatndly, when at 


work itn thie lelds, Wie mecomted bly meatsue 
soldiers, and asked if bie would enlist ‘let 
me throw that tmiattook on that ouk, le re 
piled, ‘sped if Wt regains there, J] will It 
remained there and the pemsmant, regarding 
it ws «a Slum, enlisted Bde Peecearase oldier, 
yeneral, pritecs and bis pranidson rm Ode 
pruuimee at Milen said to Paulus Jo mw, **hhe 
hold these vprounds and yrandeur I owe 
everstl wits th bra hoof at ouk, the 
! i ! that J ! ' Ifiutl fist 
t “oe 

\ Oouny Mian Who ¢ fers I 
pan — - , nace 
¢ | ‘ 

’ ! I 
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14 
Latest Fashion Phases. 





Women have become a littie tired of 
the Louis Quinze coat se strenuously 
pushed by modelers last season, and yet 
no other fashion makes better use of a 
sbort length of expensive goods. Itdoes 
not take very much to make use of one 
of these coats, and somehow a bit of 
beautiful brocade so used gives an air of 
elegance to an entire costume, though 
skirt and front of coat may be of com- 
paratively inexpensive stuff. So, if any 
feel doubtful about being able this winter 
to get the ‘‘new best drees,’’ why not 
acoomplish it by turning last year's 
opera cloak, or the velvet of a disused 
matinee, or even the uninjured breadths 
of a worn satin skirt, into a Louis Quinze 
coat? Wear this with a skirt from 
more inexpensive wool materials and 
with a front made pretty by lace or 
ribbon. 

An inspection of the more elaborate 
model gowns shows many beautiful ef. 
fecta produced by foreign makers in their 
use of odds and ends, Keep in mind the 
harmony of general effect, while letting 
detalis be distinctive, and your gown 
will beve the touch of the foreign model 
and should produce quite as satisfactory 
an effect as if the coat were not made out 
of the old opera eloak. 

The Louis Quinze coat is equally ap- 
plicable to the dressy costume and the 
simpler one. If you must purchase now 
a gown for wear well into winter, no 
design will be more wisely ohosen than 
the Louis Quinze coat of beavy aiik, the 
reat of the costume to be carried out in 
cloth. 

A notably pretty negligee was made of 
acoordion pleated rose pink surah, 
mounted on a deep square yoke of white 
satin and ijace insertion that had a lace 
collar and wired frill. Over the sbhoul- 
ders were bretelies of white satin ribbon 
ending in rosettes, and the lace bertha 
that edged the yoke formed a jabot on 
the right side, while two bands of inser- 
tion ran from yoke to bem on the skirt. 
The sleeves were accordeon pleated, and 
were finisbed with lace rufliesand epaul- 
ottes. 

An exceptionally suitable wedding 
gown for. slender bride was made 
princess of ivory satim, the lines of the 
figure being emphasizo” *" wreaths aad 
scrolls of appliqued lace, The bodice was 
out low, the curve at the cut-out being 
carefully designed to suggest the best 
possibilities of the figure. Straps of the 
satin passed low over the shoulder. 

Tho neck was filled in with the finest 
silk lawn, laid in tiny tucks, the tucks 
running straight up to the curved-over 
top of the high collar, giving an effect of 
great grace and length of neck, 

Sleeves of closely-drawn lawn, all a 
flufi of frilis as they escaped from under 
the satin straps, bardly showed the gleam 
of the under sleeves of satin. About the 
foot of the ekirt was a full ruche of lawn 
caught here and there by orange bilos- 
some, 

A epray of orange blossoms was set on 
one shoulder and passed down over the 
hip, and, of course, the veil was caught 
with blossoms. (One charm about this 
wedding gown is that it will serve per- 
fectty as a call dress later, while for its 
purpose itavoided all the usuai stiff un- 
becomingness of the wedding rig. 

One new waterial seems to; romise a 
safe popularity, and yet is stamped with 
the necessary charms of novelty. It 
comes as yet only in dress pattern 
lengths, and is found at the most ex- 
clusive stores. It isa of broadcloth finish 
and flexible as cashmere. It comes in 
solid colors only, dall greens, all the 
darker bropze browns, dull reds and 
very soft purple; along the length of the 
goods four or five stripes of satin give 
the effect of rows of satin ribbon, the 
color of the satin matching that of the 
wool, This material will probably be 
sold by the yard later in the season. It 
comes very wide and is likely to be ex- 
pensive enough to keep it exclusive, 
while ite perfect taste and quality make 
it a wise purchase, 

As to the method of making, it won't 
do for most women to cut such costly 
stuf until the winter stylee have an- 
nounoed themeelves positively. in the 
meantime it is a lucky—or perhaps a 


wisee—woman whose spring tailor-made 
drese was bought fairly late in the sea- 
som, and im material and oolor was 
choeen with a view to ite usefulness this 
fa That same ta r-made dress has 
een used very a f any bis suu 
mer, and ie now fresi and sultabie 

wear until October shall be well gone, 





THE SATURDAY EVENING PUST 


French flowermakers are somewhat 
paredoxieally busy on the manufacture 
fruit for autumn hattrimming at the 
moment Red, ripe.looking clusters of 
rowan berries, currants, red, white and 
black; raspberries, even little apples and 
pears, quaintly mounted on stalk and 
foliage, are among the new things which 
weshba!l later on take to our bats and 
bearta, 

Nuts, berries, and fruits of all sorts 
will oust the lace and ribbon with which 
we have dailied so long. Kecently shown 
was the smartest little hat of russet- 
brown straw and velvet, sporting some 
tantalizingly realistic green figs, admir- 
ably bolding the mirror to toothsome 
nature, 

A smart fall bat is composed entirely 
of red currents, with a blackbird nest- 
ling in the midst of them. 

A good many scariet dresses are wern, 
and they unquestionably bave a certain 
attractiveness, though rather conspica- 
ous. Most women will prefer to make it 
blue or bronze brown in case the ward- 
robe is a small one. You can line the 
skirt of either color with scariet, and a 
fiash of eocariet from the underside is 
likely to make its impression even more 
unerringly than the whole dress of the 
brilliant color might 

For a bat with such a dress, nothing is 
prettier than the so long popular Tam o’ 
Shanter knit of bright wool, These caps 
must not be made too clumsy, else they 
are not becoming. 

A novel fail hat is in white felt, the 
wide brim stitched at regular intervais 
with red silk. Two spreading bows of 
acoordeon pleated white ribbon, dotted 
with red, four large white plumes and a 
bunch of red cherries trimmed it in front, 
a red ribbon bow eoming in back. 


And 80 we are to give up dotted veils 
and take to fine nets without dots. But 
will women do this just because the ‘‘new 
vells’’ are reported dotless? Dots ruin 
the eyes, spoil the complexion, are ex- 
pensive and don’t wear well. 

But if a veil is to be worn, here are 
some necessary pointers: With a sailor 
hat the veil should be shirred about the 
upper edge and tied at the foot ef the hat 
band right sround the hat. The other 
edge should hang freeand the veil should 
be single width. With asmall hat, gauze 
should be worn, and itshould bag loosely 
over the face, beimg drawn in under the 
chin, With a big brim bat the veil may 
either bang free at the lower edge, it may 
be drawn close under the chin, a little 
shirred at the upper edge assisting the 
fall of the folds, or it may be shirred ail 
around topand bottom and mask the face 
in a series of soft rolls, 

Among the latest Paris fashions was a 
visiting-dreas of cashmere of a middle 
shade of nuat-brown; the skirt is sunray- 
pleated, the bodiee opens with double 
revers of mordore silk, edged with nar- 
row yellowish guipure, and a belt of the 
same fastens in front with a pasts buckle. 
The chemisette is of a pinkish white 
chiffon. 

Next, one of silver gray veloute oasb- 
mere for the skirt and sleeves, with 
blouse of pale buff lawn, embroidered 
with gold colors, and revers of silver- 
gray peav-de-soile. Draped belt of Chi- 
nese pink moire silk, with buckle of gold 
and enawel. 

Also an evening dress of pale blueish. 
green louisine shot with white; a drapery 
of black lace forms a bolero over the 
bodice, and is fastened at the side with a 
horseshoe breoch of dead gold or pearis; 
sieeves of white tulle veiled over with 
bia*‘k lace. 

Another of white and black striped 
faille, with equare tabs by way of 
epaulettes, and bodice curiously cut out 
in zig zsge, edged, as well as the tabs, 
with blaek velvet, and showing a chemi- 
sette of white China crape and lace; 
draped bell of white Chinacrape. If not 
for half-mourning this toilet should be 
brightened up by jewelseor a cluster of 
flowers. 

Fora young girl, a very pretty dress 
js of avery pale shade of blue veiling, 
sunray-pleated for the skirt, with bodice 
formed of series of very narrow pleats 
of blue and white giace silk, cut three- 
quarters low, and -oofined round the 
waist with a corselet of white satin. 


Another comsists of a skirt of Nile 
green giace silk, with bodice of chiffom 
of the same color, trimmed with a deep 
berthe of point lace, and sieeres of white 

4 
age a eas f banana n 
wit tulie sleeves and lraperies, @em- 


broidered with beads and pallettes; the 


belt, of,chiffon, twisted with strings of 
pearls. 


Odds and Eads 
ON A VARIBTY OF SUBJ BOTS 


To prevent the smoking of a lamp, soak 
the wick well in good strong vinegar, 
and thoroughly dry before using it 

To remove hard stains from enamelled 
saucepans, etc., rub the stains well with 
rough, dry salt, applied with a piece of 
damp flannel; then rinse the saucepan in 
warm water. 

To prevent cakes o: pies from burning, 
puton the upper shelf of the oven a tin 
with cold water in it. 

When using stale bread for puddings, 
always soak it in # cold liquid. Bread 
that has been soaked in cold milk or 
water is light and crumbly, whereas that 
soaked in hot liquids is heavy. 

Cement for Glass or China,—Soak one 
ounce of the best giue in a gill of white 
vinegar, beat it till nearly boiling in « 
jar placed in boiling water, and kept 
over the fire; add fine flour until the 
mixture is thick; use when it is cool 
enough. 

Tea Cakes.—Melt in milk two ounces 
of butter; mix with it a pound of flour; 
add one egg and a spoonful of yeast; 
make up the dough insmail round cakes; 
flatten them a little; bake them on a but- 
tered tin. These cakes are intended to 
be buttered and eaten hot. 

German Paffs.—A quarter of a pound 
of almonds beat well in a mortar with a 
little wine or cream, six eggs, three 
whites, three spoonfuls and a half of 
flour, balfa pint of cream, quarter of a 
pound of butter; sweeten to your taste; 
butter your cups, and bake them half an 
hour; this quantity makes twelve puffs 
in middle sized tea caps. 

Beefsteak and Oyster Pie.—Beat the 
steak gently witb a rolling pio, and sea- 
son it with pepper and salt. Have ready 
adeep dish, lined with not too rich a 
pastry. Putin the meat, with layers of 
oysters; then the oyster liquor, with a 
little mace and a teaspoonfal of cateup, 
oover with the top crust, and bake. Veal 
may be used instead of beef, if perferred. 

Before dipping anew pen into ink, 
thrust it into a fresh-cut potato, and the 
ink will never cling. When the pen is 
thickly gummed with dried ink, a few 
thrasts will clean it perfectly. When 
notin use some aceountants leave their 
pens sticking inte a potato kept on the 
desk for the parpose, 

@um Starch.—Two ounces fine white 
gum arabic powder, dissolved in one 
pint of boiling water, cover and let it re- 
main for twelve hours, then pour the 
liquid carefully from the dregs, put it 
into a clean bottle, cork tightly. One 
tablespoonful stirred juto a pint of starch 
which has been made with boiling water, 
will give shirt fronts, e>llars, euffe, etc, 
a beautifal gloss, 

Chicken Mash.—This is a nice way to 
serve for breakfast any chicken or turkey 
left over from dinner. Mince the meat, 
but not too fine, and to one cupfai of it 
add two tablespoonfuls of butter, haif a 
cup of sweet milk, eneugh minced 
onions to flavor, with salt asd Pepper to 
taste. Stew until well heated through, 
and serve on toast. 


Cheese Padding.—One teacup grated 
bread, quarter of a pound of cheese, one 
or two eggs, one sma)! breakfast cup 
milk, balf teaspoon salt, haif teaspoon 
mustard, a little pepper, quarter tea- 
spoon carbonate of potash. Boil the 
milk, bread, and cheese together; add 
the flavorings off the fire, then the egg 
beaten up, and last the potash; put into a 
pudding dish and bake till ready; one 
teaspoonful of carbonate of potash to 
each pound of eheese makes it digestible, 

A good way of cleaning oi! eloth is to 
sponge it well with skim milk, as it 
brightens and preserves the color. To 
wash it with a quantity of water and 
leave it wet is ruincus to the oil 
cloth. 

Wainut stains on the fingers can be re. 
moved by rubbing with a little sherry 
or lemon-juice. Putting water in finger- 
bowls with the skin and inner uneat- 
able parte of the mut, and dipping the 
fingers in, will remove the stains from 
them. 


To Clean Gilt Frames.— W hen the 
frames of pietures or look ing-glasses, or 
the gilt mouldings of rooms, have got 
specks of dirt on them from flies her 

auses, they can be cleaned w te of 
Ogg RODUY ruode aw & Came > 
prusb 

When the taste, of the cook has become 
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vitiated by the tasting of many dishes, 
swallow of milk will restore the dei 

of the palate, 80 says an old authority on 
the cuisine, 

French Padiing.—One quart of milk, 
ten tablespoonfuis of flour, eight egga 
Beat the eggs very light, add them to the 
milk, with thefiour. Butter a pan, flear 
in the mixture, and bake it. Serve it hot 
with sweet sauce. 

Baked Custard.—Beat four 
light, or until they do not po in ie 
them into a quart of rich, sweet milk; 
add sugar to taste and a teaspoonful of 
extract of vanilla, or whatever flavor is 
preferred. Either bake in cups ora pud. 
ding dish set in a pan of water in » 
moderate oven. Be careful to move be 
fore the custard becomes watery. Try it 
py thrusting a spoon is one of the cups; 
it not firm, bake a little longer. 


Codfish.—Batter a dish, lay im a cod : 


of medium size, pour iu a pint of water, 
salt it well; add pepper; dredge the fish 
well with flour, and put over this fine 
breadcrumbs and bits of butter; bake in a 
goed oven about one hour, or until weil 
done; then take the fish up , 
strain the gravy,add milk enough te 
make the quantity a pint and a baif: 
thicken with flour and butter, and adda 
few oysters; boil carefully, and pour 
round the cod, and garnish with lemos 
and parsley. 

Lemon Padding.—Set a pint of water 
inadish on the stove; grate off the yel- 
low rind of two lemons and add whentt 
boils. Miz a tablespoonfal of cornstareh 
smooth in a little water and atir in; add 
acup of sugar, and when it boils clear 
take it off, and add the juice of the lem- 
ons and the beaten yolks of two egga 
Beat all well together. Line a deep dish 
with alight paste; set in the oven and 
bake; then pour in the mixture and est 
back in the oven for a few minutes untii 
it is jast cooked through. Beat the whites 
of the eggs to a stiff froth with two table. 
spoonfuls of sugar, spread over the top, 
brown very slightly. Serve cold. 

To Clean Amber Beads.—Rinse them 
well in cold water, put them on a cioth 
to drain, and when half dry rub them 
with wash-leather to brighten them; 
leather instead of cloth because the 
amber, possessing highly electrical prop- 
erties, would wher rubbed attract ali the 
loose fibrous particles of the cloth or 
towel, which would stick to the beads 
and make them more troublesome to dry 
and, brighten. If the polish should be 
entively gone, the beads can be re 
polished by a jeweler. 

Snow Eggs.—One and one-half break- 
fast eupfuls of milk, two eggs, sugar, 
flavoring. Put the milk into a tin stew- 
pan to boil, adding to it one teaspoonfal 
of sugar and a little flavor of any kind 
wished. Separate the white and yolk of 
the eggs, pat the whites on a piate and 
the yolke in a bow], beat the whites with 
a knife to a very atiff freth just like 
snow, then mix with them gently a tee 
spoonful of fine white sugar. Take & 
tablespoonful and put it into the boi- 
ing milk, and poach it for one minut, 
turning it over once, then lift it on & 
drainer; repeat till all the snow is pose.ed. 
Several spoonfuls can be cooked si one 
time. Add one teaspoonfal of sugar to 
the yolks and mix thus:—Pour into them 
one and one-half teacupfuls of the boiling 
milk, stirring vigorously. Keturn tee 
whole to the pan and stir over the fire till 
the eggs begin to thicken; they must 0a 
no account boil. Pour the custard out 
on a dish and pile the eggs on top of it 
It looks pretty and is very nice A 
little pink sugar may be sprinkled over !t 





WITH ADVANCING Yuars.—Advaneing 
years bave one inseparable accom pant 
meént, painfal if we like to make it 80, oF 
soft and sad, as an ordinance of na‘ure— 
a thing whieh has to be, and must be 80 
accepted. Each season takes away wit 
it moreand more of the friends * 50m 
we have known and loved, cutting on 
by one the strings whieh attach us to oar 
present lives, and lightening the reiac 
tance with which we reckon our ow8 
time approaching. Any one at ail ‘nat 
we have personally known basa friendly 
aspect when we hear that he is “sad 
Even if he has done us an ill turns, be 
cannot doitagain. We forget the in) orle 
we have received, because, after all, ‘bey 
did not seriously hurt us; we remew0er 
the injuries we have done, because -bey 
are past remedy. With the dead, ws 
ever they were, we only desire to be # 


Ppéace 
oo —— — 


rue only bird thatsings at nig! 
nightingale, and the only one that *i28* 
while fiying is the lark. 
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NIGHT. 

BY R. W. 
enous night, when our first parent 
knew 

from report divine, and heard thy 

name, 
i he not tremble for this lovely frame, 
-lorious canopy of light and blue? 
neath a curtain of translucent dew, 


sthed in the rays of the great setting 


tlame, 


lesperus With the hosts of heaven came, 
creation widened in man’s view. 
Who eould have thought such darkness 
luv concealed 
n thy beams, © Sun! or who could find, 
Vhust fy, and leaf, and insect stood re- 
vealed, 
tito such countless orbs thou mad st us 
blind? 
Vin, do we, then, shun death with anxious 


strife? 
vht can thus deceive, wherefore not life? 





The Broken Assegai. 


BY Ww T W. 








the bedroom of my humbie Soath 

Central Africam home, looking 
sleepily down on the rough stone floor, I 
see the remains of a once magnificent 
assegai—a battered biade and broken 
baft. Its sole calling now is to slay bats 
at night and to remind me of its strange 
story. 

It was given to me by Wolf. That 
old fossil, with his pink lips, hie midnight 
face and moonlight eyes, who leaves his 
lair to prow! about at night. He is fright- 
fully ugly. 

But to the tale. 

Six years ago we were traveling on 
foot in the wildest part of Kgatieu, low 
foresta of trees and grass, the haunts of 
kudu, wild boar and the wolf. We had 
haited at midday in the shade of a large 
tree. My two companions lay siceping 
soundly, weary of the morning’s march. 
l was lazily watching venison bung up 
to dry on a bow ofa tree about a hundred 
yarde off. Wolf was eating—he always 
was—anything that came in his way. It 
was a sleepy scene, 

All at once two of us were roused. 
Wolf started, listened, and then glided 
stealthily to where the meat hung. 

I got up and followed cautiously—he 
was aftera Kaffir who was making for 
our venison. I watched him creep, and 
saw it was a Mokalahadi, belonging to a 
tribe who, too lazy to work or too shift- 
jess, roam at large killing game and 
thieving. 

When the two met, and Wolf was 
about to seize him, the man struck at his 
head with a huge assegail. He missed 
him, and the javelin merely went into the 
wooly tangle. With a second blow, for 
ine fellow was strong and active, he was 
about to do for my poor old follower 
when I came up, seiz3d a stone and cast 
it straight at bis head. 

The man caught it deftly on the point 
of the assegai, but such was the liorce of 
the throw that the bhaft broxe clean off, 
and the blade flew several yards away, 
icaving him at our mercy. 

Wolf then coolly proceeded to tie his 
thumbs behind his back, and to tether 
Next he lighted a fire—the man 

king onapprehensively. Taking from 
his neck a nose-scraper—an iron spade of 
#vout six inches long which nearly every 

khatla wears for ornament—he pat it 
© (he coals to heat it. 

‘Vv bat @ party we were. On the one side 
‘he two fellows sleeping quietly on, and 

1 the other we three: I waiting to see 
what would bappen next, the Mokalahadi 
krowing sick with fear and batred, Woif 
‘watching the changes in bis victim's 
‘aos, enjoying the triumph, every now 
sod again feeling tenderly all over the 
ha.l-scalped part of his head. 

When he deemed the nose scraper suf- 

‘enuy heated, he stepped up to the 

“soner and branded him in several 
; aces, the marks being in the form of an 
~, 0 signify that he had conquered. 

Toen be brought him down on bis 
<oe6s, put his forehead on the ground 
sod requested me to put my foot on the 
uan’s head. As I did not comply, he 

/ it, murmuring low that I should be 
sorry for it afterwards, and then, having 
leprived his victim of all he had— 

‘rms, Chains and bangies—he let him 


os 


| | i dczing on the rickety couch in 


iui. 


V6 returned to our former occu pation, 
it saying a word of what had hap- 
Wolf picked up and 
(he broken assegai. 
forgotten about the aseogal, and 
Urrence speedily faded from my 
TY, Cspecially as 1 was just then in 


am 


presented 








for some stirring ad ventures. Once only 
@id | speak to Wolf of the affair. 

“That fellow will do you harm,” | said. 

“No,” replied he, “I do not fear him. 
The law of the tribes says | am his king; 
be may do me no miechief. But, Morena, 
you should bave put your foot on his 
heed. He has still the power to kill you; 
Jou must take great care; | am safe.” 

I made light of his apprehensions, for 
I could mot then see why be should bear 
me any special grudge. 

Teo years passed and nothing oc- 
carred, till on a night early ia November 
we met egain. It was very warm and 
*tifimg. I bed thrown doors and win- 
dows wide open, eo that the whole house 
was Sooded with moonlight. 

I bad been lying reading in bed, un- 
able to sleep for the heat, and had just 
extinguished the light when I became 
aware of the presence of somebedy in 
the mext room. By the peculiar Keffir 
escent I knew who it waa. 

My room was darkened with a rug, so 
l could slip quietly out of bed without 
being observed. I quickly arranged my 
sheet so that it looked like a man asiecep, 
crept into a corner and waited. 

After nearly an hour’s waiting, during 
which time I could bear him change 
his position, even hear him breathe, he 
aredeally glided towards my bedroom 
and bedside 

Somehow, be knew of the old assegai 
lying om the door, and, in passing, took 
itup. He then stooped over and bur- 
riedly plunged it down on the bed- 
clothes, aiming at the place where he 
expected my heart tobe. Then he turned 
and saw be had been observed and that 
be was at my mercy. 

As be sprung beck to the door to 
escape, I tripped bim up and secured 
him. Then I took a portmanteau strap, 
which I had kept at hand, and tied his 
arms behind bis back, struck a light and 
dressed loosely. 

I took a good look at him; he was not 
remarkabie for strength or size; his face 
was as ugly as were other specimens of 
his tribe I had met with, yet there was 
that something—indefinabie—which ali 
over the world marks oue who is born to 
rule. 

As I contemplated him the thought 
came with a rash : ‘‘I wish I could make 
you my friend.”’ 

I thereupon made him rise, led him 
out by the way he came, up by the sandy 
road at the beck of the house to the rocky 
hilla. Arrived there, I tied him as weil 
aa I could? to a tree and left him, giad to 
get beck and to sicep—whicn | did al- 
most immediately. 

How long a time paeseed | know not, 
but I woke with a start and the impree- 
atom that the man was beck in the house. 
l alipped out of bed as before, and re 
peated my precautions with a little more 
care 


Strange to say nearly the same scene 
was enected—the man’s coming, stab- 
bing, and being caught and bound. This 
time I was not to be trified with, and saw 
to the thongs with great care. I! ied him 
forth and tied him to the same tree, left 
bim and returned to bed and to sleep. 

1 waa up next morning at daybreak, 
and went to find Wolf. He came along 
wondering what was up. From my 
eacanty stores we took a large loaf of 
bread, sugar and tea, also the old assegai, 
and a beg of new charms which he had 
dropped in the scuffie. Without a word 
we proceeded to the place where my 
prisoner was tied. 

When ws came up the two recognized 
each other—the man ready to /jallon the 

before Wol!f, and my oid beauty 
rearing himeeif aloft with the air of a 
king. Oa me he turned an undcisguised 
look of deep hatred. But he was puzzied 
about the bread and other things we 
carried. 

Wolf quietiy proceeded to light a fire, 
and to beat his nose-scraper. When i 
saw bie intention | kicked it over, telling 
bim to desist. 

“Morena,” be said, ‘‘you will be sorry 
for it. At least, put his head under your 
foot.”” 

inmetead of this I cut the man free, 
offered him my hand—which he refused 
—gave him the bread, sugar and tea, 
and restored to bim his assegai and 
eharma. The fellow did not know what 
to make of it, and after gazing iong iIr- 
reeoiuteiy, he dropped everything, sank 
on ope knee, tried to kiss my band, and 


then tied as if for his life 

My oid f wer looked mea e!, a8 
much a8 Ww say Sarely be is me 
gathered up everything be man had 
left, and started for home, pilcased with 


‘*Mistake, 


his take, yet 


murmuring, 
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mistake,” 1 wondered what would come 
of my experiment. 

@ The next night something did occur, 
bat as I hed bad «a hard day I slept 
soundiy, and could not think what it 
was, When I got out of bed there was 
lying om the table before me a lovely 
brand new knapsack, a skin beg neatly 
made I hardly anew what to make 
of it. 

After that, every sixth or seventh day 
some teken awaited me at rising—«s 
carved spoon, an ivory pin, s horn snaff- 
box, a bitof fresh venison, a tiger-cat’s 
skin, a wooden bowl, a few arrows or 
carved charma It was always new, 
neatly exeeated, of native workman- 
ship. Regularly these things came to 
show that 1 was remembered, and that, 
as | guessed, by the Mokalahadi. Was 
it for good or evil ? 

When I was out travelling on foot or 
on horsebeck or by wagon | was specially 
looked after. There was always wood 
and water, often venisor awaiting me, in 
such a way that I alone looking for it 
could find it. 

Often at night a large bundle of grass 
would drop towards me, or my corner 
would grow cosier than those of the 
othera. If in travelling by wagon I was 
in perplexity as to the right road, some- 
how | wes meade to know it by the signs 
with which ome soon gets familiar. O'd 
Wolf may have noticed something; tut 
he took cere not to let me see how much 
he knew. 

At bome often in the morning a large 
load-—-man’s load-—of wood awaited me 
asl ieft the house, or I would find my 
water cans filled and my few orange trees 
watered. 

This went on for twv years, till one day 
1 was out camping in the wilds of Kgat- 
leu. I wae having high times. We had 
a couple of ladies with us to enjoy a quiet 
two weeks with the wagon. The usual 
marks of attention that had been specially 
frequent, saddenly stopped, and | saw 
nothing for two whole days. 

As we were reciining idly in the hest of 
the day, lazily chatting and reading un- 
der our ecreen, I noticed a tiny K sffir boy 
trying to attract my attention. When he 
saw that he had been observed, he stood 
up a8 erect as possibile, holding aloft in 
the one hand a torque, and in the other a 
broken aseegai, a token that “something 
was wrong.” 

I made some excuse to the party and 
went off. The boy, when he *2" me 
coming, started off at a rr-, icaving me 
to follow qui-*:y. Through brake and 
bush ©. eent for nearly two miles, my 
little guide tripping on ahead. 

At length he stopped and waited for 
me to come up, and tnere, behind a bush, 
he pointed to my friend the Mokala- 
hadi. 

Poor fellow! He lay dying—had been 
lacerated by a wild boar, as 1 could see 
by the wounds and the tusk, fully ten 
inches in length, which be heid fast 
triumphantly. 

lexamined him all over and saw that 
it was hopeless, His young son bed 
looked after him weil, smal! though he 
was; hed put water and food within 
reach, bad made a very fair covering 
over his head. 

1 did whatiittie I could for bim and 
signing to bim that I would return went 
to the waggon for supplies and to expiain 
my aveence to the party, saying I had 
found a dying man in the piain and 
might not retarm till next day. 

Taey let me go my own way, as | had 
hed medical training and was an oid 
back woodsman. HKetarning to the man’s 
side, | dressed the wounds to give him as 
much relief as poesibie for bis last 


boura. 
There then we sat. | had grown to 


love the man and sew he loved me with 
bis whole soul. He bad probably paid 
for the wieh to gei me the tueks with his 
life, although | did not much care for 
sack a piece of ivory. Beside us sat the 
boy, almost too young to understand. 

Towards evening the end came. With 
great troubie he reached out and took a 
suall carving, an exact copy in wood ol! 
the broken aseegsi, and on it he pointed 
to @ rough picture—a native pulling his 
head under awhite man’s foot. Then, 
kiseing my hard, he ied mé to under 
stand that it was I eho hed subdued him 
by an act of forgiving love 


Next he drew the boy to us and signi- 
fied to me that I was to take bhim—bi«e 
wife being dead Il put my hand or 
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miss, When dawn appeared we roseand 
I dug a grave After an hoer’s bard 
labor it wae completed, and I could piace 
the corpse in its final resting piece. With 
it we buried all hie possessions—at least 
allbe bad with him—his pipe and to 
bacco, his bow and arrows, s large beg of 
charms, a bowie Knife and three sassegai 
blades. I then closed up the grave, barnt 
the rude shelter and returned to the 
wagon with the boy. 

On my return bome | began to take my 
charge in hand. He loved me from the 
first, was tractable and had very winning 
ways. I am afraid! spoilt him. At times, 
however, a epirit of mischief took pos- 
session of him—or fas it a desire to be 
free again and roam as his father had 
done? 

Whatever it was I could then do noth- 
ing with bim. On one occasion, when | 
was from home, he destroyed everything 
bis father had given me, except the 
aseegal which he spared. 

He gave me clearly to understand that 
1 was not to have anything belonging two 
a free nation to giveto the whites. I only 
valued them for his father’s sake; proofs 
of a biunt devotion which, however, 
could not go the length of living a life of 
settied bondage 

The little feliow did not stay long with 
me. ‘He went,” as the Kafirs say. | 
saw that he was fretting, longing for his 
father’s liberty. 1 let bim know he might 
go, 1f he knew where to discover his 
tribe. He tried, but failed. 

So he gradually drooped and died. 
The poor little fellow had been as a bird 
in a cage, longing for and yet unabie to 
use his liberty. I felt his loss keenly, 
as I hed poped to train him to futare use- 
fulness. 

—_—_—D a EE 

Taste Eriquetre—The eating of 
asparagus has undergone a revolution of 
late. It used to be considered correst to 
cut off the points with a knife and con- 

vey them to the mouth with the fork. 

But the Continental habit of taking the 
stalks in the fingers has come into gen- 
eral ase in this country among those who 
have traveled abroad, and is now gen- 
erally adopted. 

Salad is of course always taken on 
salad-plates, placed close to the dinner- 
Plates, and must be eaten with a knife 
and fos. Cucumber bowever is taken 
on ‘ve dinner-plate. 

Pastry should be eaten with a fork when 
dry; bat fruit-tarts require a spoon as 
well, to raise the fruit and juice to the 
lips. With stone fruitsof large siza, euch 
as plums and apricota, {>, the stone is 
separated from the fruit on the plate with 
the fork and spoon. It the cease of email 
stones, such as cherries, the fruit mast be 
conveyed whole to the mouth, and the 
stones returned to the spoon for convey- 
ance to the sideof the piate. 

All sweets, such as puddings, jeilics, 
&o., are eaten witha fork alone; but ices 
require an ice spoon. Cheese should be 
placed in small fragments on a bit of 
bread or biscuit by aid of the knife, and 
con veyed to the mouth in this fashion. 

Fruits with stalks are held between 
the finger and thumb by tbese con- 
venient handies, uniess they are sent 
bullied to the table, when a fork and 
spoon are employed. Pears, applies, 
peaches, etc, are pecied with the dessert- 
knife, and cut into small mouthfuls 

Pines are eaten with a knife and fork; 
and melons require a fork and spoon. 
To eat artichokes gracefully is an ac- 
compliehment. Each ieaf should be re- 
moved in the fingers and dipped into the 
sauce on one’s piate then placed be- 
tween the lips, and, after the top portion 
is sucked off, retarned to the piste. 

— << 

PAVBR MAKING IN CHINA — Eighteen 
hundred yeare ago the (Chinese made 
paper from fibrous matter reducsd toa 
pulp. Now each province makes its own 
peculiar variety. 

Toe celebrated (hinese rice paper, that 
so resembies woollen and silk fabrics, 
andon which are painied quaint birds 
and flowers, is manufactured from com- 


pressed pith, which Is cat spirally bya 
keen knife into thin siices six inches 
wide and twice aa long. 

Funeral papers, or paper imitations of 
earthiy things which they desire to be- 
stow on departed friends, are burned over 
thelr graves 

They use paper wiodow-frames, pape 
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ninepins, or SkKITLIES, 
»rights at whi h 


in «A Species «of 


played with a greuy 


short, thich « jie are throewh 

1 he huss ati ‘ t? thier she are 
energet) et gh te practice the game 
sctmetinies atta =i ate per cse 
eney with these grin ttle weapons, and 
make Weotdertu shots at a distance ol 
some thirty yards - 

AS for the tundd a=~ Russian sports- 
tuan, het The | "the se il, ated is 
a Very origina fern ticdevent. Im dais 
eves the ‘-A ated etui-a ant a true 
Sprortstiam is ter pour we the orthodox 
ew ptabpernvernut eof grreeons-Crateitsaecd « mt, Pvro- 
lese bat, ard 2 t<. and te pay his 
SUbeseripetionts tee ae stiemelitige elu 

Herarely discharges a gut tiie rascally 
thing kiek=, he finds; and tae birds will 


ty before he ean point bis weapon at 


them as they crouch in the heather at his 
feet: of course he is not such a tool as to 
fire after thev are Up ated away 

Asarule,! eve he pews 2 » farther 
afield tliat the eard-table of the club- 
licrtase Why should be? Hehas bought 
all the clothes; what! re does a tan 
reed ff ‘+ & sypeorts at 
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ROYAL WIDOWS. 


whom re- 
oach that 


gen Victoria ength those of 


j pipes ‘ Na 4 “ hticha i 
i ‘ i>“ ‘ I al nme t «ol 
bad ared J I - vived their hus 
batds a ne Vears 

Derma tatic Navarre end twenty-four 
Vears alle ling 1 Hienry LV. the 
spelenncdicd tees at h she shares with 
biites at ¢ antes irviand Henrietta Maria 
of France survived by twenty years the 
execution of Charles IT. Catharine of 


raganza, wite of Charles IL, spent a 


Widdow hicwd the same length happily 
in tieer teat sod. (ther Rowal widow- 
! - Vary the nineteen vears of 
Dieaner of Provenee, comsert of Henry 
it.. to & three vears of Adelicia of 
| sithe, se Iwite ot Henry I. 

The st test wWidewheow! was that of 
Katherine Pa Neo date remains of the 
ceremony which united her to Lord sey- 
mour of Sudelew. but a reliable histor- 


widow of 


iat) tietitionms that this wise 
Henry Tuder was contracted to the ad- 
miiral thirtv-feur davs atterthe King's 
death im January, 1+47--. 

badward NVI. reeoerds the marriage as 


May of the 
theretore Katherine Pa 
biceed Little: Citnie tee wreew sh 

HHemryw VELL. lett 
Ntine «of 4 
When the Kewal Ret 


taking piace in sate Vear, 


rrs weeds of woe 
atetev. 
mTieotlne rs widow, if 
eves can be se 


ecousidered, 
rier Wanted a new 


Wile inthe persemof girlish Katherine 
Hloward, sensible, unmemotional Anne 
hey hh Dypevcacd cot fier stiotlicders bry ac. 
ne ‘ ‘ hong’ s dear sis- 
i isand a Vear, Instead 
the ta at a suee! sh 
~ ed Hf rv ten Vears 
bingelis WoiicderWeel Cftieeris since thre 
dat est uarried agai Adelicia 
ivaine ecatne the wite of William 
e A Hien descend the 
| ~ ‘ ~ Isatella « Anpeou- 
te t J N. teok for a second 
biuastecarned } j cer, the Count de la 
Nin me, ¥ iv fies WAS etrothed at thie 
tes hie ‘ wv vhter, Joanna. 
I~ : \ . 8 1 ‘Queen of 
l ince, 
‘ ‘ ‘ 4 - Dhuhke al 
‘? ~ vest sis Watherine 
i] \ arries{ Ciwe Il deo 
l ring In athe ne Parr 
| Low send ens died in Keng 
amd bd tecmiWin, Widow of the Come 
essor, Was ter iat Westminste: 
\ ev. | ho ow “ liar 1, also 
lied in bkngland, ithe reeord Exists of 
Peeer Tre-~' tTigk j ‘ : 
bllearer ft Provence, widow of Hlenrv 
lil ‘ i sen] ? at Ag esvurv, 


und was buried im the convent chureh. 


Marguerite bramee, se i wite of 
biiward Il tiesd at Marl r igh 
( astie ert Par | lane is { ed in 
tt the srew Friars 

isa i I atice Was aise ed in 
isrev i - =| : irlel hapless 
bueiward 1 } I east Teo. 
Anta t \a 4 ‘ ‘ t imnvs 
‘ li Z ‘ = re 


Joy less 


September 25, 1897 


(owing to that doubttul Welsh conne 
tion, Katherine undera cloud f.,- 
thirteen years, but she had honor in be, 


was 


burial. As daughter, sister,and wife «: 
kings, she was interred in Westminst.- 
Ahbew. 


At Bermondsey, also, died Elizaber 
Woodville, kdward IV., a: 
mourntul mother of the Prinees of t} 
Tower. buried at Windsor, 
Anne ot Cleves died at Chelsea Pala: 
and was buried in Westminster Abbe, 
Katherine Parr, whe died in child-birt), 
at Sudeley Castle, was buried in tt 


widow ot 


she was 


chapel. 

Nine died abroad. 
Adelicia ot left an adoring 
second husband and a young tamily at 
stately Arundel, and died in the nunnery 
of Attligham in Flanders. Eieaneor «+ 
Aquitaine, widow of Henry IL, whe 
atoned by a wise and sorrowful widow - 
hood tor the gay sins of her prime, died, 
and was buried at Fontevraud Abbey. 
im the chamber of which hon« 
occurred the death of her daughbter-in- 
law, Isabella of Angouleme, widow of 


widowed 
Louvaine 


fgueens 


secret 


cruel, cratty John. 

Berengaria of Navarre, who mourne/ 
long and deep!y tor the Lion heart which 
had cared little for her atter its first pas. 
sionate impulse, died and was buried in 
her own fine abbey of Espan, near Mans. 
‘Though called (queen of England for up- 
berengaria never 
country, having been mar- 
at Cyprus. 

Isabella of the little 
widowed atthirteen by the murder ot 
Kiichard Il. at Pontetract, died at Blois. 
bearing «a daughter to her second 


wards of 
went to that 


row ned 


forty Vvears, 


ried anal « 


\ alers, (jue n. 


alter 
husband, the poet-duke of Orleans, who 
embalmed her memory in sweetest song, 
amd who is said to have composed the 
first valentine. 

Proud, passionate Margaret of Anjou, 
the desolate, despairing Daisy (gueen, re- 
turned to native land widowed, 
bankrupt of health, wealth, crown and 
beauty. she died at Dampierre, and 
buried im Angers cathedral. An 
equally unfortunate (jueen was Henri- 
etta Maria of Her death took 
place at Columbe, in France, and 
shares the tomb ot her forefathers at St. 
Denis. Catherine of Braganza died 
among her own people, and had a splen- 
did burial in the Royal monastery at 
Belem. 

Another 
widow closes the 


her 


was 


branee. 


she 


exiled and  disappoin‘ed 
list—Mary ot Modena, 
second ¢jueen of James IL., and mother 
of the Pretender. She died at St. Ger- 
Inaine, seventeen Vvears after her melan- 
choly husband, and was buried in the 
convent church at Chailot. 
—_—-_—- ©. oa 

Hiyarenie VaLvcr of Mirra.—Mirth 
has an hygienic value that ean hardly be 
overraterl while our social life remains 
the 


mince 


Viees and dogmas 
called the 
the heart, vet the same sun 


Whit slavery of 


lias it. Jow has been 
sunshine of 


that 


nulse 


calls torth the tlowers of a plant is 

needed to expand its leaves and 
ripen its fruits; and without the stimulus 
of exhilarating pastimes perfect bod 


health Is as impossible as moral 


mental Viger. 

And, as sure as a succession of unif 
crops Will exhaust the best soil, the da 
Monotonous 


repetition of a vcceupali 


Will Wear out the best man. Body a 


mind require an occasional change 


eniplovymient, or else a liberal 


; ; supply 
fertilizing recreation, and this requ - 


tent is a tacter Whose Omission « 


‘iis the arithmetic of our pel 
CCOTOMIISES 
i> the creatures of the wildern: 


attiction comes generally in the tor 
famine or per=i> 
ent persecution; and under such circu 
the ‘ 


animpending danger 
stances the tiadifieations of 
process seems to operate against its loro 
continuance; nature = 
defeated, and the vv. 
energy Nags, the sap of life rums to s+ 
(on the same principle, an existence 
drudgery drain 
springs of health,even at an age w! 
they can draw upon the largest inner 
sources; hope, too often battled, at 
Withdraws her aid; the 
attuned to chanting hymns of con~ 
tion, but the heart 

ind With its sinking pulse the streng 


if 


ie © bbs away. 


well-wishing 


her purpose 


seers to 


t mgue mia’ 


cannot be deceis: 


Nine-tenths of our city children 


